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The Long Way Home

The Death of
Geraldine Largay

O

n the morning of July 22, 2013, Ger aldine Largay hiked
with her full backpack along a rugged stretch of the Appalachian Trail
south of Stratton, Maine, on her way from one backcountry shelter to the
next. She crossed Orbeton Stream and walked over an old railroad bed. She
then stepped off the trail to make a pit stop in the woods.
Then she got lost.
Teams of ground searchers and search dogs with their handlers tried to
find her for two years. A forester surveying adjacent land owned by the U.S.
Navy stumbled upon her flattened tent, strewn gear, and remains in October
2015, nearly three miles from where she’d first stepped off.
The Maine Warden Service hiked in the next day. They found a diary (not
made public) and some notes to searchers. They found her food wrappers,
her clothing, and her cell phone. She had waited in that tent under dense tree
cover instead of moving to lower ground, where she would have been more
likely to find her way to roads and people. She had been alive when the first
major search ended. She might have lived almost a month after she was last
seen. What went through her mind as she waited to die remains a terrible
mystery to most of us.
In 2016, the Maine wardens released thousands of pages of data from the
search. These pages took me many weeks to read. They tell of the ground
searches that led to nothing and reports of false leads. Hikers and the public
wrote and called. They blamed Bigfoot; they thought they had seen Largay
in restaurants or hostels months later, even places many miles from Maine.
For a while, a sensible theory suggested that she might have fallen off a cliff.
Some were sure she’d been killed or abducted. Her cell phone number was
taken over by someone in Illinois; the investigation into that took many days.
In these documents, a few crucial clues to what happened jumped out
at me. In the end, her death was the result of her own decisions. My heart
grieves. I cannot get this tragedy out of my mind. It has taken over my
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Geraldine Largay smiled
for Dottie Rust’s photo
while buckling her pack’s
hip belt on July 22, 2013.
This was the last photo ever
taken of her.
MAINE WARDEN SERVICE

late-night musings. I read and reread the pages about her search, hoping that
I will find some explanation of why a strong hiker who’d been on the trail for
three months was unable to walk herself toward a woods road or streambed.
This tragedy unfolded not because of bad weather or terrain, failure of
equipment, or lack of hiking experience. Gerry Largay was used to rain and
rough terrain, she had top-of-the-line equipment, and she had hiked 950
miles. This tragedy developed because she was terrified.
As a woman who has backpacked solo many times, I feel invested
in showing that women can survive getting off course. You might say I’m
going to look harder in the documents than most people might for proof that
Gerry Largay got stuck because she encountered bad luck that no one could
have overcome. I find something darker. I find fear.
For more than two months, she had hiked with a partner, her friend Jane
Lee. Lee had left the trail at the end of June for a family emergency. Lee
asked Largay to wait until 2014 to finish. Largay said no: she and George, her
husband, who was driving from point to point, helping his wife resupply, had
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moved out of their Atlanta, Georgia, house and stored their belongings. They
had a great deal invested in Gerry’s completing her hike that year.
Largay wanted to continue despite the fact that she disliked solitude on
the trail. Lee told the investigators that Largay feared being alone so much
that she would go to great lengths to avoid tenting by hiking farther to a
shelter where others would be.
In one affidavit, Lee “stated that Geraldine routinely would become disoriented throughout their hike and they would have frequent arguments
about which direction to hike in along the trail. . . . As the terrain became
more difficult Geraldine became more easily disoriented.”
Maine’s terrain is rough and slow going. Largay’s progress was about 1 mile
an hour, which is normal for many through that stretch. On that day, she left
the Poplar Ridge Shelter at 7:15 a.m., texting her husband, George, who was
meeting her at the next road a day later: “About to leave shelter. Don’t worry
about getting stuff for 100 Mile Wilderness.” This message reveals much. It
suggests Gerry Largay was exhausted and was considering a break. I think she
was rethinking her decision to hike solo because the terrain had become so
challenging.
By 11:01 a.m., she was lost. She composed the following text to George,
which he never received due to bad reception: “In somm trouble. Got off trail
to go to br. Now lost. Can u call AMC to c if a trail maintainer can help me.
Somewhere north of woods road. XOX.” She tried to send this message ten
more times.
The next day, she wrote this text: “Lost since yesterday. Off trail 3 or 4
miles. Call police for what to do pls.” She tried to send this again four days
later. She apparently tried to compose and send other texts, none of which
made it out.
Lee told investigators, “George doesn’t know the extent of Gerry’s inability to deal.” But she was sure that her friend would not have gotten lost at
a trail intersection near where she did go missing. The AT is well blazed in
that section.
But because she was alone, I believe that Largay went farther off the trail
than usual for her pit stop, taking her pack with her instead of leaving it on
the trail. Thus, an act meant to keep her safe ended up putting her in danger.
From there, things deteriorated because, as Lee said, Largay “didn’t know how
to use compass.” That she had “no confidence.” That she had phobias: “alone,
in tent, dark.” And so, after Largay got lost off-trail, she must have decided to
set up her tent under great duress.
8 Appalachia

Gerry Largay also took various medications that she needed to continue;
if she ran out, she would have had reactions that could include panic. The
reports didn’t specify the amount of medication she had along, but her practice was not to carry anything extra. It’s clear that she was not set up to wait
long in the woods without running out of medication.
The evidence points to this: she decided early on that if no one could find
her, she would die waiting. I think she gave up within the first few days and
started a waiting game. This had to have been excruciating. But fear can be a
powerful fixative.
Rescuers found a diary and a page from a book with handwritten notes.
They did not make the diary public. But the page from the book, dated
August 6, reads, “When you find my body please call my husband George
. . . and my daughter Kerry . . . [it] will be the greatest kindness for them to
know that I am dead and where you found me—no matter how many years
from now. Please find it in your heart to mail the contents of this bag to one
of them.”
She decided to remain in situ, in impenetrable forest, even though she
must have longed to find her loving family. How I would like to turn the
clock back and turn myself into a genie who visits her and urges her up and
out, downhill toward a streambed (or the nearby railroad bed she’d crossed).
How I want to talk with her and discover what she was thinking. I believe
that this is a textbook example of why staying put and waiting can be the very
wrong decision when the chosen site is so obscure.
“I wish you were here,” her granddaughter wrote in capital letters on the
wooden cross Largay’s family placed at her final resting place. Everything
we know about her from her family says that Geraldine Largay would have
wished that, too. Except that for some reason, she was unable to save herself.
—Christine Woodside
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High-Altitude Melting
A message for civilization
Christopher Johnson
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W

ith keen anticipation, I slowly haul myself up the trail
toward Grinnell Glacier—the most accessible and perhaps the most
famous glacier at Montana’s Glacier National Park, which is often referred to
as “the Crown of the Continent.” The trail passes an alpine meadow dotted
with fluorescent purple plants and then, at the 2-mile point, clings precariously to the side of a cliff. At one point, water drips down the face of the cliff
and splashes across the trail. For stability, I place my right hand against the
cliff and feel ice water spritz onto my skin.
After three miles, the trail embarks on a series of steep switchbacks that
ascend a moraine. Finally, I reach the top of the moraine, where the trail
spills onto the vista I’d been anticipating: the Grinnell Glacier Overlook. In
the foreground stands Upper Grinnell Lake, scattered with jagged icebergs.
Across the lake is the glacier itself, lying like a sleeping giant in the arms of
the enveloping mountains.
As I gaze on this wonder of nature, I can’t help feeling ambivalent. It’s an
extraordinary sight, but I know that this famous glacier is much diminished
from what it had once been—the local consequence of global climate change.
Grinnell Glacier is still big—150 acres across—but it used to be three times
that size.1
Dr. Dan Fagre (FAY-gree), who studies glaciers’ changes as the research
ecologist and climate change research coordinator for the Northern Rocky
Mountain Science Center of the U.S. Geological Survey, says, “In 2001, the
glacier was about 15 meters deep, or about 50 feet. I walk on dry land where
there used to be 50 or 60 feet of ice over my head. Not in ancient times, but
just last decade.”
The shrinkage of Grinnell Glacier is the inexorable result of rising global
temperatures. The latest report from the Intergovernmental Panel on Climate
Change pegs that increase at 1.53 degrees Fahrenheit since 1880.2 Temperatures
at Glacier National Park have risen 1.8 times higher than the global average
due to meteorological conditions in the northern Rockies.3 In 1850, 150
1. Christopher White, The Melting World (New York: St. Martin’s Press, 2013, 5).
2. Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change, Climate Change 2014 Synthesis Report:
Summary for Policymakers, 2, http://www.ipcc.ch/pdf/assessment-report/ar5/syr/AR5_SYR_
FINAL_SPM.pdf.
3. Crown of the Continent Research Learning Center, Climate Change Fact Sheet
(Glacier National Park), 2. http://www.crownscience.org/download_product/1213/0

Hikers traversing a ledge witness the diminishing ice visible from the Upper Grinnell
Glacier Trail in Glacier National Park. LISA DENSMORE BALLARD
winter/spring 2017 11

These two photographs, taken in 1887 and 2013, show the dramatic shrinkage in the
Grinnell Glacier. The photos are part of the USGS’s Repeat Photography Project,
which can be accessed at nrmsc.usgs.gov/repeatphoto/. 1887 PHOTO courtesy of Glacier
National Park Archives. 2013 photo by Daniel Fagre

glaciers blanketed the national park. By 1966, there were only 37 glaciers, and
by 2008, the number had shrunk to 27.4 In a voice tinged with regret and
resignation, Fagre says, “Probably by 2030, we’ll have only a small number
of functioning glaciers left. By 2080, there probably won’t be a scrap of ice in
the park.”
The shrinkage of the glaciers has been well publicized. Less well known,
though, are the effects of warming temperatures and melting glaciers on the
park’s ecosystems: on wildlife, vegetation, water temperatures, and fire behavior. The changes are subtle, yet they are slowly transforming the very fabric of
life in this remarkable landscape. According to Fagre, “The glaciers are connected to the entire landscape. What happens with these glaciers doesn’t just
affect one part of the park. Everything is connected.” He and his colleagues
4. White, 7.
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at the U.S. Geological Survey, the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service, and
the National Park Service are studying these effects to understand the
consequences of climate change—and to preserve as much of the ecological
integrity and biodiversity of this and other national parks as possible.
To understand the impact of rising temperatures, go right to the top—
of the mountains. There, temperatures are warming faster than at lower
elevations. Fagre said researchers examine this elevation-dependent warming
because the phenomenon is evident in many mountain ranges. The trend
means that glaciers and snowpacks are subject to even more warming than are
lower-elevation ecosystems.
One consequence is that as temperatures moderate, trees are slowly
creeping up the sides of the mountains. As Fagre says, “The trees at treeline
are colonizing more, and the biomass is thickening.” The upper elevations
of the park’s mountains used to be dominated by krummholz, the stunted
vegetation found in subalpine landscapes. Now those upper elevations
are sprouting trees, despite the thin soils. “They indicate that the weather
conditions are not quite as ferocious as they used to be,” Fagre says.
winter/spring 2017 13

Glacier National Park’s alpine meadows, which give this mountain goat a view of any
animals that might attack it, are transitioning into forests because of rising average
temperatures. MARC CHALUFOUR

Land that was once alpine meadow is transitioning into forest. “We have
seen in the last 50 years lots of small tree seedlings invading and colonizing
these areas,” Fagre says. “They have actually closed off the meadows. This
is key because alpine mammals, birds, and bees all use these meadows for
food. But when you have a closed-canopy forest, all those creatures disappear
because they don’t feed on trees.”
Melissa Sladek, a science communication specialist at the Crown of the
Continent Research Learning Center at the park, adds that the spreading
forests are affecting mountain goats—one of the charismatic mammals that
populate the park. She explains, “Mountain goats depend on having an open
meadow so they can see their predators. They don’t like to be in more vegetated areas.”
The changing climate affects mountain goats in another way, by ushering
in spring a few weeks earlier. “Think about the timing of things,” Sladek
says. “The mountain goat has a baby during a certain time of year, which
corresponds to when the plants are most nutritious because the females have
to nurse. Now the plants are at their most nutritious earlier, but the goats
can’t adapt fast enough, so you have a mistiming. The babies might not
survive because they don’t have enough milk.”
14 Appalachia

What’s happening at the tops of mountains even has an impact at
their base. Bears work their way up avalanche chutes as they search for the
huckleberries and other plants that form their diets. But forests are beginning
to fill in those chutes, blocking avalanches. “If trees fill in those chutes, you
lose habitat for many, many creatures in this area,” Fagre says. Avalanches
also transport large amounts of soil from mountains into valleys.” In a sense,
avalanches rejuvenate valleys, but if vegetation blocks the snow, that affects
the rejuvenation process.
As average temperatures have risen, Glacier National Park is getting
slightly more precipitation than it used to, but in the form of more rain and
less snow, lowering the snowpack. This change affects many of the animals
of the park. The wolverine, for example, depends on digging snow caves for
its young and storing food for them. “Wolverines have adaptations, like very
big feet, to motor all over this environment in the snow,” Fagre says. One
researcher found that in about an hour, a wolverine wearing a radio collar
had climbed more than 7,000 feet over a mountain, to the other side. It was
an incredible amount of movement in a short time. The hardy little creatures
have to range that widely to find food. But, Fagre says, “The tight connection
between wolverines and snow suggests that they may not be with us once it
gets warmer.”
The meltwater stonefly, a tiny insect that thrives in snowmelt-runoff
streams with waters below 50 degrees, is also declining. As the glaciers melt,
there is less frigid runoff, and stream temperatures rise. The stonefly cannot
adapt fast enough to survive in these warmer temperatures. The U.S. Fish and
Wildlife Service has designated the stonefly a candidate for the Endangered
Species list.
Another animal at risk is the bull trout. According to Fagre, “The bull
trout has been called the polar bear of fish because it needs extremely cold
temperatures and highly oxygenated water, so almost all of its habitat is found
close to glaciers and snowfields.” The bull trout’s population has declined
dramatically for two reasons. First, it cannot compete with larger lake
trout, which were introduced into the park as a game fish early in the 20th
century. And, second, the extremely cold temperature habitats that it loves
are disappearing. Fagre says, “These are examples of a very direct connection
in how climate change will affect some organisms.”
The forests that carpet much of Glacier are undergoing transformations
that are just as pervasive as those affecting wildlife. “What we’ve been finding
is that in many lower-elevation forests, tree stress has been going up,” Fagre
winter/spring 2017 15

says. “The trees just die.” It appears as though the trees can handle a great
deal of stress from drought and heat, but then they reach a breaking point.
According to Fagre: “Scientists have been studying these sudden mortality
events all around the world. A whole forest starts dying, and people wonder
what’s going on. It’s just that they’ve all reached that threshold.” In the Southwest, piñon junipers that drape the landscape made it through four years
of drought, but then, during the fifth dry year, hundreds of square miles of
trees died.
Conifers in Montana and throughout the West have also died because of
the mountain pine beetle, which invades conifers and burrows through the
bark to lay its eggs in the inner bark. The larvae then disrupt the distribution
of water and nutrients throughout the tree, eventually causing the tree’s
demise.5 In recent years, mountain pine beetle infestations have multiplied
because warmer temperatures allow the insect to reproduce faster and to
attack defenseless trees at higher elevations.6
As temperatures become warmer, the ecosystem grows more inviting for
invasive plants. Fagre cites the examples of the spotted knapweed and yellow
hawkweed, explaining, “Hawkweed is an attractive plant, but according to
biologists, it’ll take over everything if it isn’t controlled.” The park has a good
program for weed control, including backcountry weed-pulling events. “But
are you just holding back a disaster, like the finger in the dike?” Fagre asks.
Forests are equally vulnerable to another climate-related threat: wildfire.
Rising temperatures have disrupted natural fire cycles, creating the conditions
for disaster. The fire season is 78 days longer than it used to be, the atmosphere
is hotter and drier, and the trees have less moisture content. The results were
abundantly obvious when I visited Glacier. As I drove west on Going-to-theSun Road, which bisects the park, I could smell burned wood and saw acre
upon acre of charred timber—the result of the 4,300-acre fire at Reynolds
Creek, east of Logan Pass. It was one of three fires that burned major portions
of Glacier National Park in summer 2015. Sladek sums it up well when she
says, “What you’re looking at right here is what you see. Smoke. Huge fires.
Intense fires. Lots of fires. Longer fire season. Less water in the streams.”
5. U.S. Forest Service, “Mountain Beetle: Frequently Asked Questions,” 1, http://www.fs.usda
.gov/ Internet/FSE_DOCUMENTS/stelprdb5304956.pdf.
6. Andrew Nikiforuk, “Bark Beetles, Aided by Climate Change, Are Devastating U.S. Pine
Forests,” Washington Post (December 5, 2011), 3.
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Lying like a sleeping giant—a shrinking giant—among the mountains, a snowfield once
connected to Grinnell Glacier overlooks Upper Grinnell Lake. LISA DENSMORE BALLARD

The effects of climate-related ecological changes at Glacier reach far
beyond the boundaries of the park, with a particular impact on Montana’s
agricultural economy. Because precipitation comes in the form of more rain
and less snow, the mountains build up less snowpack. “On a global scale, 50
percent of the water that humans consume comes from mountains, which
is why they’ve been called the water towers of the world,” Fagre says. “But
the water towers of the world are getting smaller. When people ask why it’s
relevant that Grinnell Glacier is going away, I say, ‘Well, do you like water?’
Then its relevance is almost brutally obvious.” The low snowpack directly
affects Montana’s farmers, who get nearly 70 percent of their irrigation water
from the mountains.
Lower snowpack also means that the region’s rivers and streams dwindle as
the tourist season progresses, with a direct impact on whitewater rafting. “If
your water isn’t that good, then some of the companies may have to close up,”
Sladek says. “A few already did because there’s just not enough water.” Fishing
is also affected. Glacier offers some of the finest fly-fishing in the world. In
addition to bull trout, the park abounds in westslope cutthroat, rainbow, and
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brook trout. However, according to a study at the University of Wyoming, if
temperatures rise by 4.8 degrees Fahrenheit, the habitat for trout will decline
by 42 to 54 percent in the interior West, including Glacier.7
The National Park Service and the managers at Glacier National Park have
fully recognized the impact of climate change and have adopted strategies to
attempt to preserve as much of the park’s ecological integrity and biodiversity
as they can. In 2010, the Park Service, under the leadership of Director
Jonathan Jarvis, released Climate Change Response Strategy, which detailed
four strategies for mitigating climate change and managing its impact on
national parks:
•

•
•

•

Using the best science and having national parks available to researchers
so that park managers have the best information to make good resource
decisions.
Helping to mitigate climate change by reducing the carbon imprint of
national parks, making national parks role models for visitors.
Adapting the management of national parks to account for higher
temperatures, changing precipitation patterns, increased storms, and
other climate-related trends. “It’s clear that ecosystems are changing
quickly, so we have to be more flexible, and we have to adapt and manage
differently,” Sladek says.
Communicating to the public about the effects that climate change is
having. “We need, as an agency, to communicate to our visitors, to our
neighbors, to the businesses, to the concessionaires, and to the media,”
Sladek says.

Sladek gives credit to the park’s superintendent, Jeff Mow, for leading staff
in implementing all four strategies. “He’s looking at different scenarios,”
she says. “For example, if it gets hot really quick—this is one scenario.
If we have slower change, that’s another scenario. If we have the park turning
into more of a Colorado climate, that’s another scenario.” Park managers are
developing plans for responding to each of these possibilities.
The park has also taken practical steps to lower its own emissions and to
educate visitors, who numbered 2.34 million in 2014. The park managers are
7. Steven Kinsella, “The Impacts of Global Warming on Trout in the Interior West,”
Natural Resources Defense Council Issue Paper, July 2008, 10. https://www.nrdc.org/sites/
default/files/trout.pdf.
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retrofitting buildings when there’s money, they have changed the lighting and
the water faucets, and they’re installing more water-saving facilities. The new
Apgar Visitor Center, which opened in 2014, is certified “gold” by the Leadership in Energy and Environmental Design program.
In addition, park interpreters weave information about climate change
into their presentations. During my visit, I go on a guided hike to Avalanche
Lake—one of Glacier’s 762 lakes. When we reach our destination, we find
that the water level of the lake is very low. The ranger connects the low
levels to drought conditions and, in turn, relates those to climate change.
Scientific information about climate change has made its way into brochures,
interpretive exhibits, and articles in the park guide and the visitor center.
“We have a Climate Change Teacher Workshop that we’ve done for four
years,” Sladek says. “This learning center and the educational center come
together, and a resource specialist speaks to teachers.” Sladek and her team
also have prepared ready-to-teach lesson plans that are available to teachers.
“We’ve taught about 80 teachers now, and when you think about how many
students they teach, we’ve reached about 10,000 students.”
Climate change can seem like an overwhelming problem that sows pessimism about the future. Yet the people who are closest to Glacier National Park
and who care deeply about it convey a sense of hope that humanity is beginning to grapple with this enormous challenge. Noah Long, a senior attorney
for the Natural Resources Defense Council who works with the organization’s
energy program, says, “Most of the polling I’ve seen over the past few years
indicates that the public largely and increasingly gets it, both with impacts
at some of their favorite places like this park and others in the West, but also
with regard to the changes they’re seeing in their home states, whether it’s
increased droughts and wildfire, hotter summers, or milder winters.”
Long also sees hope in the Environmental Protection Agency’s Clean
Power Plan, which the Obama administration issued in August 2015. The
plan calls for reducing carbon dioxide emissions by 32 percent from 2005
levels by 2030 through greater use of renewable energy, better energy efficiency, and other strategies. Long explains: “We’ve done a fair amount
of economic analysis on this, as has the Environmental Protection
Agency. I think every serious economic analysis of the Clean Power Plan
has shown that there are significant net benefits, not just in reducing
pollution and health impacts, but also in providing a strong rationale for
states to invest in energy efficiency.”
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As I descend the boulder-strewn switchbacks from Grinnell Glacier, I have
a strange feeling. I’d seen photographs of the glacier from twenty years before,
and I now grasp just how much the glacier has shrunk. It’s the most dramatic
evidence of climate change I’ve ever seen, and the sight pierces my heart.
With stark realization, I know that in another twenty years, the glacier will
be gone.
Yet the people I talk to, who care so deeply about Glacier National Park,
convey a sense of optimism that the changes at Glacier have motivated people
around the world to acknowledge climate change and begin taking action
to mitigate its impact. Fagre says, “When people see what’s going on here,
it connects viscerally.” Sladek adds, “We always put hope in our educational
efforts, because you have to have hope.” Her words are good to hear. They
give me hope.

Christopher Johnson is a writer specializing in forestry, conservation, and
history. He wrote This Grand and Magnificent Place (University Press of New
England, 2006) and, with David Govatski, Forests for the People (Island Press, 2013).
He is a frequent contributor to Appalachia. Visit him at chrisjohnsonwrite.com.
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Watching
Huddled in the still open water,
small dark populations
have migrated from the purging ice.
The wind has remapped the pond
to clear glass and snow fields.
Gulls strafe the newest generation
of ice fishers in tan suits like
station attendants at their
ice works of wooden crosses
and sunken lines that rouse
the hungry trout to snap
at any moving bling.
Above in an empty maple
a red shouldered hawk
hunkers its young darkness,
a target himself
at the branch’s end,
following sparrows in the brush
even the diving ducks.
Cold rubs his back
to its white roots.
A stranger, motionless,
trained, dutiful.
Francis Blessington

Francis Blessington’s essays, stories, and poems have appeared in Arion, The
Dalhousie Review, Literary Imagination, The Sewanee Review, The Southern Review,
and in many other publications. His latest book is his translation of Euripides,Trojan
Women, Helen, Hecuba: Three Plays about Women and the Trojan War (University of
Wisconsin Press, 2015).
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The Leap
Journalist meets goat in Glacier National Park
Lisa Densmore Ballard
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T

he yell took my attention away from the precarious footing.
“He’s going to jump!” shouted my hiking partner, Bill Powell. Facing
Bill down a very steep scree-covered slope above the upper Grinnell Glacier
Trail in Glacier National Park, I whipped around in time to see a small
mountain goat kid leap across a ten-foot gap between two narrow ledges
above me. Its twin was a few steps behind. I snapped a shot of the second goat
and then noticed their mother a few yards behind her offspring: a huge nanny,
her thick white coat gleaming against the dark wet rock. As she jumped, my
camera shutter clicked, capturing the moment from takeoff to landing.
I wanted to see a mountain goat (Oreamnos americanus), and Glacier
National Park is one of the few places in North America where these surefooted mammals frequently show themselves. Although these animals are
endemic to the subalpine and alpine zones of the northern Rocky Mountains
and the Pacific Northwest, the person who spots one needs to be half-goat,
use technical climbing gear, or be extremely lucky. Mountain goats inhabit
the most rugged, remote elevations of any hoofed North American mammal.
Mountain goats excel at surviving in such an unforgiving environment.
Their shaggy white coats keep them warm and camouflage them against the
snow. For traction on rock and ice, their cloven hooves spread like stabilizers
while the rough, pliable pads in the middle of each hoof mold to the craggy
surfaces. They also have small toenails that grip rock and snow like natural
toe picks.
Despite their name, mountain goats are not true goats. These agile animals
are really “goat-antelopes,” a subfamily of hoofed animals that includes true
goats, sheep, chamois, and musk ox. They are the sole members of their
genus, Oreamnos, derived from the Greek words for “mountain nymph.”
They’re hardly nymph-like, though; in fact, their bulky, low center of gravity
aids their stability on narrow ledges.
Before the nanny and her two kids leapt the gap in the cliff wall, I had
carefully climbed the steep scree field for a closer look at another mountain
goat. I spotted it unexpectedly as Bill and I trudged up the trail. Our
attention had focused on the view of cloud-shrouded Grinnell Glacier and
the stunningly turquoise Grinnell Lake below it, to our left. Now and again, I
glanced casually at the cliffs towering above us to the right, impressed by the
A mountain goat leaps a ten-foot gap in the rocks above the Grinnell Glacier Trail in
Glacier National Park. LISA DENSMORE BALLARD
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massiveness of the bleak yet beautiful topography and hoping to add a pika
to the list of creatures we had already seen that day.
Over the three miles we had already trekked from the trailhead at
Swiftcurrent Lake, the landscape had changed from tall conifers to deciduous
shrubland to alpine tundra. At one bend in the trail, a mule deer fawn, its
spots fading in summer’s twilight, greeted us as its mother browsed a nearby
bush. A little farther up the path, a bachelor herd of bighorn rams peered
down at us from a rock perch as we walked by. Then I glimpsed a white furry
face with piercing black eyes peering down at us from a flat spot atop an
oversized boulder. A mountain goat!
Seeing a mountain goat was high on my wish list for my trip to Glacier.
Meriwether Lewis and William Clark saw only one of the iconic western
animals on their famous expedition, in 1805 in Idaho, and only from a long
distance. To learn more about the animal they called a “mountain sheep,”
they later bought a pelt from the American Indians they encountered along
the Columbia River.
Sir Alexander McKenzie, the Scottish explorer who traversed Canada a
decade before the Lewis and Clark expedition, was likely the first European to
see a mountain goat, which he called a “white buffalo.” Historians speculate
his Canadian white buffalo was really a mountain goat. Although white or
albino bison exist, they are extremely rare and do not inhabit the alpine
regions of the northwest where McKenzie came across the species.
If McKenzie had seen the mountain goat that stared at me, he might
have thought it a unicorn rather than a white buffalo. Both male and female
mountain goats normally have a pair of black pointed horns that arc up and
back from their brows, but the goat above me had only one horn. I left the
trail, carefully navigating my way up the scree to keep my balance and avoid
sending a shower of rock down onto Bill. I didn’t want to disturb the goat,
but I did want to quell my curiosity about its lone horn—and take a photo.
I angled to the right, moving slowly and calmly, hoping not to spook it. It let
me approach, its dark eyes following my movement but otherwise showing
no sign of acknowledgment.
The singular horn was not a freak of nature. The other had broken off at
some unknown point in the past. I could see the stub as I got closer. Perhaps
this was a female who had lost it defending her young from a grizzly bear or a
wolf; more likely, the horn had broken off during an unexpected fall. Gravity
accounts for more adult mountain goat mishaps than predators do.
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As it turned out, another dozen mountain goats were bedded down among
the boulders behind the one-horned watcher. I took photo after photo,
ecstatic at the opportunity. After a few minutes, the one-horned goat and
two others got up to nibble on tufts of grass, working their way deeper into a
chasm hidden from the trail by the jumble of boulders. Instead of following
the rest of the herd, the three jumpers veered off on an alternative, higher
route where they needed to make their impressive leap.
Once the herd of goats disappeared, Bill and I continued up the trail
toward Grinnell Glacier, chattering enthusiastically about the unicorn, the
jump, and the park in general. Located in northwestern Montana adjacent to
the Canadian border, Glacier National Park is part of the Waterton–Glacier
International Peace Park, which also includes Waterton Lakes National Park
just north of the 49th parallel in Alberta. In 1932, the Canadian and U.S.
governments created the Peace Park, the world’s first, as a symbol of friendship. Today, the Peace Park also serves as a World Heritage Site and a World

Bill Powell pauses on the Upper Grinnell Glacier Trail. A finger of the glacier is visible
above him. LISA DENSMORE BALLARD
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Lisa Densmore Ballard on the upper Grinnell Glacier Trail.

BILL POWELL

Biosphere Reserve, emphasizing its importance from both a historical and an
ecological point of view.
The formation of the two national parks predated the formation of the
joint Peace Park by several decades. In 1883, an Oxford-educated Brit named
Fredrick Godsal traveled to Alberta, where he established a 20,000-acre cattle
ranch in the Waterton Lakes region. He was also a member of the Canadian
Alpine Club and an early conservationist. Godsal’s idea for the creation of
Waterton Lakes National Park came to fruition in 1895, after much opposition
in Ottawa. Today, the 125,000-acre national park connects to the 257,000-acre
Castle Wildland Provincial Park to its north. The region provides 30 percent
of Alberta’s and Saskatchewan’s fresh water and, combined with Glacier
National Park, creates an important wildlife corridor.
Meanwhile, south of the border, Yale-educated writer and naturalist
George Bird Grinnell spent many years exploring the area and lobbying
for the creation of Glacier National Park. Helping his cause was the fact
that, as the railroads expanded westward, they carried tourists eager to see
the towering mountains of the northern Rockies adorned with their white
glaciated mantles and teeming with unusual wildlife, including mountain
goats. By the late 1890s, a visitor could get off a train in Belton, Montana
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(now West Glacier), take a stagecoach to Lake MacDonald, cross the eightmile lake by boat, and get on a horse or hike into the backcountry. There were
no roads and few trails, but the trip grew in popularity, and lodges and other
facilities sprang up on the edge of the park and within its interior.
In 1900, the U.S. government officially designated the region a “forest
preserve,” which added some protection, but still permitted mining and
homesteading. It took Grinnell and his colleagues another ten years and the
election of another Yale graduate, President William Taft, before Glacier
National Park finally became a national park.
The number of visitors increased exponentially with the national park
designation, leading to the construction of the Going-to-the-Sun Road, now a
national historic landmark in its own right. This 50-mile scenic byway bisects
the million-acre park between the entrances at West Glacier and St. Mary.
An impressive feat of engineering, it hangs off the sides of cliffs as it winds
over Logan Pass (elevation 6,647 feet) on the Continental Divide. Completed
in 1932, this road changed the way people saw Glacier National Park; I was
no exception.
Glacier National Park contains more than 700 miles of trails. Today, it is
a hiker’s and backpacker’s paradise because more than 93 percent of the park
is managed as wilderness. That was the main draw for my group as we put
together our trip there. Our original plan was nowhere near Going-to-theSun Road. We planned a multiday backpacking trip in the northwest corner
of the park, from Kintla Lake over Boulder Pass to Hole in the Wall, where
an 800-foot waterfall pours from a hole in a tiered rock headwall, then over
Brown Pass to Lake Francis. The 50-miler ends at the campground on the
southeast shore of Bowman Lake, about eight miles as the crow flies from
the start of the trek.
Before our early September expedition, there was much speculation among
friends and family regarding the wisdom of our plan. The park had garnered
headlines in July and August for wildfires that closed the east side of Logan
Pass along Going-to-the-Sun Road and adjacent backcountry areas. Because
the fires were not close to our intended route, we gave the trip the green light.
Ironically, the much-needed precipitation that finally quenched the
wildfires also doused our backpacking plans. Just after our arrival, more
than a foot of heavy, wet snow fell at higher elevations in the park, including
the two passes we planned to traverse. With three-season tents unable to
handle a snow load and only summer hiking boots for footwear, we were
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ill-equipped for winter conditions. Disappointed, we checked into one of the
campgrounds in the park.
Regrouping over a pizza dinner at the Swiftcurrent Café, near our campsite,
we picked several destinations in the park that seemed viable as day hikes,
beginning with the three-mile route to Hidden Lake that starts at Logan Pass,
climbs to an overlook at 7,050 feet, and descends to the lake in the narrow
valley below Bearhat Mountain. My husband, Jack, and Bill were particularly
interested in going to Hidden Lake, one of the few bodies of water in the
park with a reputation for good fishing. In 1983, then–Vice President
George H. W. Bush hiked to Hidden Lake to cast for Yellowstone cutthroat
trout. Jack had successfully fished there once before.
The hike left the visitor center at the top of Logan Pass, along a boardwalk
that climbed steadily through an alpine meadow known as the Hanging Gardens. A month earlier, a carpet of yellow balsamroot, Indian paintbrush, and
other subalpine wildflowers would have colored the landscape on either side
of the wooden walkway, but with the fresh snow blanketing the ground, the
boardwalk mainly served to keep our hiking boots dry.
The boardwalk eventually turned to a dirt footpath. After gaining about
500 feet in elevation, we reached an overlook but didn’t pause. The view was
completely obscured by fog.
From the overlook, the trail descended 700 feet to the lakeshore. Though
it’s one of the better-traveled paths in the park, we saw few other hikers past
the overlook on such a raw, blustery day. We caught no fish, but we were
not completely disappointed. As we repacked our rods for the climb back
to the trailhead, Jack spotted a mountain goat a third of the way up Bearhat
Mountain. The cliff was so steep that it looked as if the animal stood on the
face of the Eiger. Impressively, it worked its way across the sheer cliff face,
slowly and steadily moving from left to right.
“I wish we were closer,” I said, checking the LCD on the back of my
camera. “That billy is so far away, it looks like a white dot in a photo. I’m
going to save it anyway, to help me remember I saw it.”
“You might see others,” replied Jack, who had visited Glacier National
Park before. “I once photographed a mountain goat under the railing at
Logan Pass!”
I became determined to get a decent photo of a mountain goat, but only
several hoary marmots appeared in the mist as we retraced our steps back
to the car. The cute, pudgy marmots were more than willing to pose as they
munched the weeds growing just beyond their burrows. I enjoyed watching
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A bighorn sheep, one of many in the park, lolls on the rocks.

LISA DENSMORE BALLARD

them but had photographed marmots before, while trekking with Jack and
Bill over Jonas Pass in Banff National Park several years prior.
We encountered wildlife numerous times in the park. Black bears frequented the hillsides above the campgrounds, gorging on whatever they
could find during their pre-hibernation hyperphagia. A red fox and a whitetail doe spied on us while we set up our tents one night at the Kintla Lake
campground. The audacious little fox tried to steal one of Jack’s Lowa hiking
shoes, but only managed to escape with a piece of shoelace. And bighorn
sheep, omnipresent in the park, caused more than a couple of traffic jams as
we made our way along the limited roadways to the trailheads.
Along the trail to Grinnell Glacier, Bill and I saw several bighorn sheep
lolling on the rocks above the trail, including one large ram whose substantial
horns curved around its eyes to the point where we wondered if they impaired
his vision.
The trail became increasingly more breathtaking as we approached
Grinnell Glacier. Above Lake Joséphine, the route hung on the mountainside,
reminiscent of an ancient Incan trail cut through a high pass in the Andes.
Shortly after we watched the mother mountain goat and her offspring leap
from boulder to boulder, the interwoven white fingers of Grinnell Falls came
into view, tracing their way from the glacier hundreds of feet down a rock
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A red fox scouts near Kintla Lake Campground. LISA DENSMORE BALLARD

wall to Grinnell Lake. The trail eventually crested at an overlook, where a
park ranger waxed eloquently about the history of the glacier and George
Grinnell, while a Columbia ground squirrel scurried among a half-dozen
hikers’ muddy boots, looking for crumbs.
Bill and I dropped down the last half-mile to the edge of a green-gray tarn
hemmed in by a barren precipice called the Garden Wall. To the left of the
wall, Grinnell Glacier flowed over a shallow shoulder of Mount Gould, ending at the tarn. It was only then that the remarkable recession of the glaciers
in the park hit me. When Grinnell first laid eyes on his namesake glacier,
it spanned an impressive 700 acres. Today, it has split into two glaciers: the
original Grinnell Glacier, which is now barely 150 acres, and the 57-acre Salamander Glacier, a shelf glacier named for its shape and coloring. The two ice
fields split in the 1920s and now sit distinctly apart, the smaller one 200 feet
above the larger.
Unlike the coastal glaciers in Alaska, no massive icebergs calved from the
end of Grinnell Glacier into the glacial lake into which it melted. The shallow
glacier merely petered out. The largest chunk of ice floating in the lake was
the size of a pickup truck.
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A Columbia ground squirrel scavenges near the upper Grinnell Glacier Trail.
LISA DENSMORE BALLARD

Bill felt compelled to touch the glacier, so we made our way along the
shoreline of the small gray-green lake toward the ice sheet. I paused along the
way to consider the changes in the park since George Bird Grinnell first set
eyes on it. If you don’t believe in climate change, a trek to Grinnell Glacier
will change your mind. During the last half-century, the glacier has shrunk
by more than 40 percent. Scientists predict that if carbon dioxide levels in the
earth’s atmosphere continue to increase at their current rate, the 25 remaining
glaciers in the park will be mostly gone by by 2030 or before. When Grinnell
explored the region, there were 150 glaciers.
Grinnell was the first white man to see Grinnell Glacier and the first to
predict its eventual disappearance. In 1926, during his last visit to Glacier
National Park, he wrote: “The glacier is melting very fast, and the amount of
water coming from it is great. All these glaciers are receding rapidly and after
a time will disappear.”
What about the mountain goats? No one really knows how climate change
will affect them. Biologists theorize they might become subject to increased
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Grinnell Glacier melts into the water as a hiker on the opposite shore takes a photo.
LISA DENSMORE BALLARD
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predation as their habitat becomes more timbered, or perhaps they’ll succumb
to diseases currently unable to exist in the alpine haunts.
Looking back, our aborted backpacking trip may have been a blessing.
We saw more of Glacier National Park than we could have on a backpacking
trip and still trekked through breathtaking terrain. I fulfilled my wish to
photograph a mountain goat, along with other species endemic to the alpine
regions of the northern Rocky Mountains. And I saw, up close, the glaciers
for which the park is named, while they still exist.

A longtime member of the Appalachian Mountain Club, Lisa Densmore
Ballard is an award-winning writer, photographer, and filmmaker. She splits her
time between Red Lodge, Montana, and Chateaugay Lake, New York, when she’s not
exploring a wild part of the world. Visit her at LisaDensmore.com.
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Getting Lost in a
Familiar Woods
A brief encounter with a wild place
Aaron Piccirillo
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To look at a thing is very different from seeing a thing. One does not see anything until one sees its beauty. Then, and only then, does it come into existence.
							—Oscar Wilde

I

was walking in early spring through familiar woods near
my western Connecticut home. I had hiked this area of the woods so
many times before that it felt as if I had every tree and rock committed to
memory. Actually, I often drift into a kind of mental autopilot when hiking
there. I have come to expect certain things of this place. I know the trees,
rocks, and exactly how long I will take on my usual loop. I can afford to get
lost in my thoughts. Everything generally goes according to plan.
On that day, somewhere in the back of my mind, I am sure I was
congratulating myself for getting out. I had been looking forward to
connecting to my creative and inspirational source all week. My body would
be forged anew. The only problem was that, in reality, I could have been
walking down a familiar sidewalk in New York City and my experience
would probably have been the same. I went into autopilot mode. I became
lost in the tumult of everyday thoughts: Have I been calling distant friends
frequently enough? Did I offend anyone at that party last night? What were
the details of that dream I had? I should write those down. Use them in a
poem. Oh, and I needed to get something at the drugstore on the way home
. . . what was it again? On and on and on. After about half an hour, I found
myself looking up into an unfamiliar area, not knowing quite where I was.
It was a simple mistake. I had veered off the usual path.
Suddenly, I was not just on a routine hike in the woods. I was in a
wild place.
I felt a flash of exhilaration when I glanced up and realized the woods
did not look how I expected them to look. I felt like a wild animal. The
leaves shimmered more brightly, the scents of dirt and bark burrowed deeper
into my lungs, and my wandering, unfocused thoughts instantly vanished.
Instead, visions flickered in my mind: running through the woods as a child
at dusk, prickers sticking to my pants. Looking at sunsets from a distant hilltop. Standing in damp, muddy fields, in March, hungry. Places I have never
Stone walls march through the understory of the forest in Kent, Connecticut.
JERRY AND MARCY MONKMAN
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seen before shot like lightning bolts in my mind’s eye. I don’t know what they
meant or why they appeared.
The feeling was of something mysterious and Other showing itself to me
in a fleeting moment, in a part of the woods that otherwise would have been
typical or commonplace if I had I been hiking or exploring as usual. The
forest became truly wild and alive, in all of its strangeness and its inability to
ever truly be known.
After this moment passed, I brought my mind back into focus, looked
to my right and my left, and chose a way back to the main trail. For the
rest of my trek, my thoughts swarmed around that brief moment in which
my thoughts had ceased and something opened up around me. I recognized
errors in how I had been relating to the forest. Initially, I felt that I understood
those woods, that they were familiar and almost familial. The forest was not
a mysterious Other. It was a part of me, and I considered it akin to a home
away from home. It was always there for me in the same way, and I could
always count on its permanence and predictability. It was a sanctuary, or
a haven, and I walked through it ceremoniously. I had started viewing the
forest as a kind of tool—healing force or, as Raymond Williams has put it,
nature had become “a refuge, a refuge from man; a place of healing, a solace,
a retreat.”1 I sought a spiritual antidote to the material life, but, ironically,
this led to a rigid routine that made a spontaneous relationship to the forest
much harder.
When I found my way back to a familiar path, I looked down at the
rocks I had seen hundreds of times before: rocks that perhaps, in the past,
might have conjured thoughts of strength, permanence, and resolve. I looked
at the trees, and I thought of what acorns had meant to me: the fragile
beginnings of things, the majesty and strength that can come from nurturing
and tempering oneself through a season of darkness. Perseverance. I looked
at everything around me and thought of all the meanings I had previously
placed on the forest. All of those meanings had vanished in that brief moment
when I felt like a wild animal, when there was no meaning—only mystery
and unknowing, and the rapid influx of the entire forest into all of my senses.
I came to realize that my preconceived notions of the forest, of what I
would find in the forest, and even of what the forest is, had blocked my
experience of the forest. It may seem odd to say that, but it is worth saying
1. Raymond Williams, Problems in Materialism and Culture (London: Verso, 1980, 80).
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Was I wrong to seek meaning in the forest, or was I merely
projecting my desires and wishes onto the wild places
around me?
again: my idea of the forest blocked my experience of the forest, and it took
getting lost to come to this realization. I had placed so much expectation and
obligation onto nature to be what I envisioned it to be, that I may as well have
been walking around in a mall, searching for a specific product that I knew
would serve a specific purpose. When that expectation was short-circuited for
a moment, I was not just looking at the forest, as Oscar Wilde might have
said. I was seeing the forest.
Was I wrong to seek meaning in the forest, or was I merely projecting my
desires and wishes onto the wild places around me? Is seeking meaning in
nonhuman nature a valid way of relating to wild places, or does this place a
responsibility on nature that it should not have to bear? David Harvey has
noted in his book Justice, Nature, and the Geography of Distance, “‘Nature
knows best’ is to presume that nature can ‘know’ something,” and Raymond
Williams has said, “The idea of nature contains, though often unnoticed, an
extraordinary amount of human history.” The tendency to project a static,
human ideology onto the dynamic, nonhuman world is common. How are
we to experience nature, then, when even with the best of intentions it seems
so easy to project our desires, fears, and ideological constructs onto it? What
is left after the objectifications and expectations are removed? How can we
properly relate to that which we cannot entirely know? I couldn’t articulate
these questions properly at the time, but I knew that something had changed.
A couple months later, I was back on the same trail. Crossing
over a small brook, I came across the fresh shards of a large tree that had
been struck by lightning. The inner bark was a light brown, free of any sort
of blemish or discoloration. The shards measured about four feet long, and
they were very sharp. They did not look like they belonged in the middle of
the forest. They looked too perfect, almost as if they were crafted by an artist
and belonged in a museum. My first thought was to gather up five shards and
plunge them into the ground, in a semicircle, for no particular reason. One
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piece was bigger than the others; it had its own semicircular mass of wood
sticking off the top of it. It must have been wrapped around the base of a
branch before being struck. I placed this shard in the middle of the other four.
It looked like a giant eye. Happy with my makeshift installation, I stepped
back, put a few finishing touches on it, and continued on my way. I looked
back to see how it looked from a farther distance. It looked good. I imagined
other people walking here, lost in their everyday thoughts, looking straight
ahead and missing it. Then I imagined hikers who might randomly look to
the side of the trail just at the right moment, only to find the sculpture staring back at them. I had not assigned any meaning to creating the sculpture,
but I walked away feeling that I had just cultivated a new relationship with
the woods.
Reframing the forest as something I relate to, rather than use for my purposes, reduced my frustration if I didn’t have a profound experience every
time I hiked. When I walk these paths now, I observe what is around me,
but I do not actively attempt to extract meaning, as if the forest were a novel.
I do not expect to gain anything specific, nor do I get disappointed if a bad
mood lingers and everyday thoughts do not cease. The path will still be there
next time, and on better days, unexpectedly, I will dissolve into the essence of
things, or I will become inspired for an unknown reason. I will be that wild
animal again. But I make no demands and expect nothing. In the meantime,
I focus on the trees, and the rivers, and the rocks, and I acknowledge their
Otherness. I admire their beauty, and perhaps even take a picture or two, but
I do not attempt to own their essence. I do not know what they mean. Every
so often, something opens up and that strange feeling breaks through, or I get
a peculiar urge to do something like create a sculpture from shards of wood.
I do not know why or how. Weeks may pass until this happens again, but I
do not expect it or become upset with the forest when it does not happen.
The wild places near my home have felt familiar and yet strange
for a long time. And now they are stranger still. They no longer fit neatly into
the same categories I once placed them in, and they do not exist solely for
my personal well-being, aesthetic tastes, or spiritual aspirations. They have
become more than just the recharge center of my life. Now, I relate to them—
not on my terms, or on their terms, but somewhere in the middle. The trails
I once walked so rigidly and ceremoniously I now walk more playfully. I find

38 Appalachia

more space and more room to breathe. I allow for something unexpected to
wander in. Sometimes, when I wander off the path, or when the tumult of
thoughts cease and the wild animal takes over, I communicate with the forest,
and the relationship I have with the wilderness evolves. The path wanders on
to me, and the phenomena that have no names, categories, or trails running
through them burrow into my thoughts and actions. And they remind me of
something important I have forgotten.

Aaron Piccirillo is a writer and musician living in western Connecticut. He
studied D. H. Lawrence while earning a master’s degree at the University of Manchester. He is a contributing writer to the blog ultraculture.org. Read more of his
work at forgottenforms.com.
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My Only Rescue
The Chimney, Katahdin, 1951
Steven Jervis
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I

have been fortunate in my climbing career. I have never had
to be rescued. I might have been. Like most other climbers, I took risks and
could have gotten into trouble. Once in Peru I tried to dodge a big, falling
rock by running in crampons on a patch of hard ice. Only an instinctive lastminute lunge for a hold saved me from a fall into a huge crevasse. Nearer to
home, I was caught by winter darkness on Mount Washington. Our lateness
had already been reported to staffers down in Pinkham Notch, at the base
of the mountain. I raced down in time to cancel the rescue mission that
was forming. Later that winter, several of my Harvard Mountaineering Club
friends were lost for most of a night; one had to be hospitalized for frostbite.
The emergency that has stuck with me for more than 65 years is one that
called me into sudden service as a helper. In late July 1951, I participated in
my only mountain rescue, on Maine’s Katahdin. I had just turned 14. I was
briefly touring New England peaks with Don Moser, then 22. My parents had
hired Don to amuse my brother and me when they were otherwise engaged.
I knew almost nothing about technical climbing, but that was more than
Don knew. I wanted to ascend the prominent Chimney Peak to the east of
Katahdin’s summit. I had heard about the route and seen photographs of the
crux: a giant chockstone (a large stone wedged in a vertical crack) that could
be passed on the left. This normally required a rope. I had one but scarcely
knew how to use it. I was able to do little more than tie a bowline. Had events
developed differently, Don and I might have been the ones who needed to
be rescued.
Luckily for us, we deferred the Chimney for our second day in the area.
On the first day, we scrambled up Pamola, Katahdin’s eastern summit, taking time to look heroic on Index Rock (a giant boulder), and then traversed
the Knife Edge to the true summit. That evening, back at Chimney Pond
Campground, I looked up at our next day’s challenge. But as I was doing so,
a rumor began quietly to circulate, like a ground fog: there had been an accident. In the Chimney. A young woman had been hurt in a fall; how badly was
unclear. A vague call for volunteers went out. Don and I immediately started
to repeat our day’s hike. By the time we had summited Pamola and dropped
down to the top of the Chimney, it was dark and getting cold fast. We were
the first to arrive. We had the good sense—or the fear—not to descend by
ourselves to the victim. After an hour or more rescuers arrived—nearly 30 of
Seen from Katahdin’s Knife Edge, the Chimney route on the ridge’s Pamola Peak follows a
deep crack at the center culminating in the rounded rock. HADRIANOPOLIS/WIKIMEDIA COMMONS
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them. Some climbed down. Toward dawn, they emerged with a stretcher carrying Marcia Doolittle. We took turns handing the stretcher down the very
rocky terrain to Chimney Pond. After we finally arrived back at the campsite,
Don and I slept through much of the day.
We learned more about the accident. Marcia, about 22 years old, had been
with her boyfriend, David, when she slipped, high up on what should have
been relatively easy ground. Both were experienced and had done the Chimney
three times before. They had no rope, for which they were reprimanded in the
American Alpine Club’s accident report: “It is questionable, however, whether
it is wise for anyone to attempt a variation of such apparent difficulty without
the protection of a rope. A rope should be considered basic equipment for all
climbs on solid rock which involve any difficulty.”
It had been a nasty fall. Marcia appeared, her face battered, on the front
page of the New York Daily News. There was also an article in a local paper,
in which I appeared, my name misspelled beyond recognition. The accident
received extensive coverage in the December 1951 issue of this journal. (Jean
Stephenson wrote a detailed log of the rescue, Appalachia 20 no. 5, pages
595–597). The account urged caution, suggested that the rescued should have
borne the costs of the rescue and concluded with “an old English Alpinist
slogan”: “It’s not brave, but merely silly, to take a chance on getting killed.”
Marcia made a full recovery and married David. She wrote a personal
letter of thanks to every one of her rescuers. I should have thanked her. Had
she not fallen that day, I might have fallen the next.

Steven Jervis is a retired professor of English at Brooklyn College. He has been
climbing for more than 60 years and hopes to continue a while longer without needing a rescue. He is editing Appalachia’s Alpina section starting with this issue.
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For the Center Trail Brooks
Five years into my Massachusetts life
I learned to say brook instead of creek
for these channels full of rain and snowmelt
falling over themselves pell-mell, down
		
towards the Atlantic.
By now, when we cross
our big river, the Merrimack, I feel my spirit
settling the whole watershed,
		
taking its shape.
Fingers reach along hillsides; I trace
these sweet familiar brooks
threading through crumbled granite,
		
carrying the taste of birch and the carol
of thrushes, lifting
			with each rain.
Polly Brown

Polly Brown, of the Boston-area Every Other Thursday Poets, has two chapbooks,
Blue Heron Stone (Every Other Thursday Press, 2000) and Each Thing Torn From
Any of Us (Finishing Line Press, 2008). She has written about war and peace at the
University of Massachusetts–Boston’s Joiner Institute and has organized plein air
poetry events on the hillside described in this issue’s poem.
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Dark Night on Whitewall
Neither solace nor comfort
Will Kemeza

44 Appalachia

Editor’s note: This haunting essay about getting sick alone in the mountains was
the runner-up in the Waterman Fund essay contest (cosponsored by Appalachia)
in 2008, its first year. The contest yielded no winner in 2016, and that left room
for Will Kemeza, who sharpened and edited his piece for publication. In 2017
the University Press of New England will publish New Wilderness Voices, an
anthology of winning and notable essays from the contest, edited by me, Christine
Woodside, with a foreword by Amy Seidl.

I

t was mid-D ecember. I don’t know whether I woke in the
windblast that sent the hut’s turbine groaning or whether I shivered myself
awake. And I don’t know how long I had been sitting there, on the ground,
with my back against the hut’s western wall, snow drifting over my legs. The
weather was changing. Clouds frayed at their edges to expose sharp stars,
and the wind had taken on a new voice. It was rolling downslope from the
northwest and, hitting a house-sized outcropping of schist, drawing back for
an unlikely moment before slamming down on the roof. It was like hearing a
wave break underwater, like the timpani of your own pulse in your ear.
Despite the cold clarity of this north wind, I did not know how I had
arrived at this predicament. My fingers were numb. I rolled my head to the
right and saw that someone had vomited and then I realized that it could
only have been me. I hauled myself to my feet and opened the hut door
with clumsy, ungloved hands. I pulled off my untied boots, struggled out of
my clothes—wet and burning against skin where my body heat had melted
snow—and climbed into my sleeping bag, zipping it up to my chin with
my teeth.
I stayed in bed for the next three days. This may have been a bout with
the flu or some kind of food poisoning. I retched far past emptiness, heaving
up only the acid memory of food. I ran through miles of feverish dreams—
slogging up fields of scree, where dim figures receded into mist upslope.
Delirium and solitude made the hut otherworldly. Shadows danced on the
walls. The creaking structure spoke. A man sat by my bed, reminding me to
drink water. I’m sure that I imagined him—a fact that does not diminish
my gratitude.
The view in winter from the porch of Zealand Falls Hut: the rocky Whitewall Mountain
at left rises above Zealand Notch. RYAN SMITH
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I had been eager for this winter caretaking job. Basic duties (hut upkeep
and a welcome to winter travelers) aside, it meant the chance to live through
the gray blaze of White Mountain winter. I wanted to try on solitude—
if only in the modest dose of several days each week. But the ascetic joy I’d
read about in the pantheon of Wilderness Writing was elusive. Solitude did
not bring clarity or release. The silence crowded around the hut, stifling as
deep snow. I did not know what to do with the mineral stillness of those long
hours. I felt like I was losing myself in the constant company of stone, snow,
and fog, as if human companionship had been a lifelong illusion that was
now stripped away, leaving behind the bedrock truth of isolation. I fought—
and denied—my loneliness and wondered whether something was wrong
with me. If Thoreau and Muir could do it, why couldn’t I? Respite came with
weekend visitors, whose Sunday departure I would mourn.
Then there was the cold. The hut was fitted with a little black cast-iron
woodstove. The supply of firewood was limited, however, and the stove—per
policy of my employers and rigid tradition—was to be loaded and lit once
each day, and only after sundown. I was unprepared for the cold’s long siege,
its indefatigable circling and prying.
The cold slid its fingers around the doors, up under the waist of my jacket,
down the back of my neck, up through the floor, down from the rafters. Cold
chased me into my sleeping bag at night and grabbed me each morning by
the arm, as I sloughed the bag off. In this cold, I was a defender in the citadel of my body, forever ceding the outer battlements and earthworks, always
pulling inward and further inward. This endless huddling, this constant reflex
to protect the core, becomes a habit of mind as well as body. With practice,
the instinct to draw in can outmuscle the desire to reach out. I was becoming
trapped in a kind of thermo-emotional sarcophagus.
Then I got sick. After three delirious days in that sleeping bag, my fever
broke. I could eat again, if warily. I was weak and tired. But I was desperate to
get out of that sweat-soaked bag and out of the hut’s haunting shadows. So,
after waking up fever free and lolling around inside for a morning and into the
afternoon, I pulled on my plastic mountaineering boots and walked out the
door. I descended quickly from the porch down the trail, bootskiing over the
hard-packed snow and through the biting air. After the quick descent, I made
my way down the side of the nearby notch along a wide, flat, windswept scar
in the mountainside—a monument to the days of industrial logging. The sun
was already trailing south and west behind a wall of mountains, and the light
softening. I was craving consolation. I wanted to feel less alone in the world,
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and to have the world confirm that, in the grand scheme of things, all would
be well. I wanted to feel exactly the way I had so often on top of a mountain.
I have often wondered why I—and so many others—are drawn to mountain peaks. There is, no doubt, something about the physical exertion of a
climb that releases a cascade of endorphins, sparks dormant synapses, and
scrambles the workaday neural pathways. But you can get that running
around the block. And this is not an explanation, just another way to describe
the effect. So, why mountains? And why these mountains?
The stacked, totem-pole ecosystem of the northeastern mountains makes
climbing a particular sensory experience. The ascension from hardwood to
spruce-fir forest to krummholz to alpine zone, all over a rockbound, rootsnarled treadway, is its own kind of walking meditation. Hiking the trails
of these glacier-scoured uplands, you pay attention to each footfall—but it
is a loose attention. The intricacy of the physical task occupies the guard
dog of the conscious mind. Other thoughts are free to come and go through
the mind’s backcountry like flocks of crossbills through the firs. A rhythm
emerges, following the percussion of lung, heart, and boot sole. The scope
of your conscious attention constricts, as the high vault of maple, ash, and
birch tightens, becoming the wet, dark tunnel of squat spruce and fir. Then,
suddenly, you break through. Encountering treeline, the doors of perception are kicked open. Having grown accustomed to a visual world of several
square feet, you suddenly encounter hundreds of square miles, mind ranging
across forests, ridgelines, and valley towns, coming face to face with the fluid
undulations of the sky. There is, in the hike of a northeastern alpine peak, a
performative rebirth: a movement from dark enclosure toward a chilly, breezy
rapture—and the embrasure of a wider, chancier world.
If I had ever felt the need for the ascension of spirit associated with a summit, it was that December afternoon. Knowing that it would take too long to
trudge through drifted snow to a peak-bound trail, I decided to bushwhack.
I turned to my left, to face the east wall of the notch. This was a small mountain, with a steep western face creased by shallow gullies. The summit was
invisible from the trail, tucked behind the lip of the wall, overhung in several
places by rock that had been undercut during the latest glacial retreat. Deep
snow pooled near the base of the wall, but its angle was steep enough that
there would be only a thin crust covering rock and ice higher up. With the
weak sun falling west, shadows pooled in the gullies across the snow, marking
possible lines of ascent. Facing the wall, I wished I’d brought crampons and
ice tools. I had not. But I could see that, despite the wall’s slope, spruce and
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fir hung on singly or in small bunches along the edge of a deep gully. I started
up, looking for places where I could find some purchase, grab trees, and keep
away from the hard tongues of blue ice. I climbed steadily, gracelessly. I kept
my belly close to the sloping ground, clawing for every vertical foot. Past
the midpoint of the climb, the trees became sparse. The snow crust was thin
over the ice. I noticed that the stakes, if I should slip, were becoming high. I
threw myself sideways over patches of ice, catching a fistful of branches just
as I started to slide toward the rubble scattered a hundred feet below. Despite
shaky legs, slow arms, and low energy, the immediacy of the climb left little
room for rumination on cold, loneliness, sickness, or the sense of grave finality that had swooped in on me that December.

Wildness has a way of attacking our ideas about wildness—
about its healing powers, about its place as a locus of easily
accessible meaning.
I hauled myself over the lip at the top of the slide, light-headed with hunger
and chilled by sweat. I looked east, the direction in which I’d been moving,
up at familiar mountains: ice-glazed trees white against a flint-gray sky. Then
I turned around, to look down the long valley. There, already obscuring the
peaks at the southern end of the notch, was a towering wall of the darkest
cloud I’d ever seen. The cloudbank was moving north and east, toward me. It
crept slowly but with unflinching intent, like a slow flood or a black glacier
on the march. It enveloped everything: the sky’s fading light, the peaks, and
the valley’s trough. It was like seeing a negation, like watching the advance of
absence. I had climbed that mountain with the last of my strength, looking
for the solace of the peaks. Instead, in the gathering dark, I felt crushed by the
full iron weight of winter. This time, there was no solace.
Wildness has a way of attacking our ideas about wildness—about its
healing powers, about its place as a locus of easily accessible meaning. And
this may be the final—and the greatest—gift of mountain peaks. They remind
us that the story isn’t all about us. Mountains constitute an irruption in the
landscape. They stick out, and they seem to have discreet points of origin
and cessation. A mountain is a story with a clear narrative arc, unlike the
undifferentiated sweep of steppe, forest, or open water. We are drawn in by
48 Appalachia

the particularity of a mountain—its seeming singularity. But it is also clear—
with a little imagination—that mountains are events: waves that rise and fall
on a stony sea. As ocean waves express the fluid energy of wind and water,
mountains make tangible the longer rhythms of uplift and subsidence, of selforganization and release. In this sense, they make tangible to us the immense
forces that ground and surround all creation. Including us. And they remind
us that the world will be what it will be—not what we want it to be.
On that cold mountain, facing those dark clouds, I felt neither solace
nor comfort. I did feel, suddenly, the futility of my fight against the season.
I had been trying to force the wild world to be what it was not; I wanted
only flaring sunsets and major chords, not impersonal cold or the forces of
dissolution. On top of that mountain, I was forced into a surrender that was
also an acknowledgement; the world must be taken as it is—darkness, cold,
loneliness, and all. It was, and is, sufficient. More than sufficient. And, in that
moment of surrender, I felt as fully alive as I ever have, before or since. Alive
to the reality of the moment, alive to the nature of reality. The experience has
stayed with me.
Later that winter, having made my peace with the season, I became
a caretaker at a different hut. There, a fellow caretaker taught me the
constellations of the winter sky. I would shuffle in circles around the ice of an
alpine lake, leaning into the wind, face skyward, tracing the lines of old myths
on the fathomless depths of space. I was aware that these stories were told to
project human meaning into the void. I was glad for their company and their
humanity. But I was also aware of the darkness behind them, of the great
trackless wilderness of the cosmos. I had learned that winter to be comfortable
with that darkness, the wildness that surpasses human understanding, and
that defies our aspirations for control. I had learned, too, to be even more
grateful for places like the White Mountains, where the darkness still burns
down through the light of human artifice, and the light cannot overcome it.

Will Kemeza teaches English at Concord-Carlisle High School in Concord,
Massachusetts, and lives in Harvard with his family.
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The West Branch Drive
Moving logs, 1830–1971
William Geller

MAINE
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Editor’s note: This story continues a series about the lost ways of life in the Maine
Woods south of Baxter State Park. The region includes the northernmost 49 miles
of what is now the Appalachian Trail through the 100-Mile Wilderness. The last
installment in Winter/Spring 2015 (66 no. 1) told the story of sporting camps in
the early 1900s through the eyes of one camp caretaker, Rex Hale. But in this essay,
William Geller tells how he pieced together the history of the dangerous work
pushing huge masses of logs downriver.
June 1863: I saw 20 men deep in Ripogenus Gorge using pick poles
trying to break apart the jam. All of a sudden every man began to run,
and almost as quickly they were each swinging in the air above the
disintegrating jam, each being pulled up on his tether by men on the
cliff top . . . 		
					—G. C. Pickering, timber cruiser

F

or some time, I’ve wondered what life was like for the river
drivers during the boom days of logging on the West Branch of the
Penobscot River, in Maine. In search of an answer, I read, talked to people
who worked the river, and walked the banks of the 25-mile stretch between
Ripogenus Dam and Ambajejus Boom House, where the river drivers
captured the logs in booms to continue the water journey to Bangor.
After three years of detective work, I had no satisfying answer. Then I read
an unpublished journal by Maine writer Fanny Hardy Eckstorm (1865–1946).
It became my Rosetta stone for this project.
June 8, 1891: 200 men had just spent 14 days sluicing wood through
Ripogenus Dam and were headed down river on the drive. . . . The
men consumed 2 barrels of flour and a barrel of salt pork each day
and had to take with them enough for the next 35 days. . . . They were
using 19 bateaux for the drivers and seven for the eight cooks and their
cookies [helpers].
For 141 years, until 1971, crews of men—river drivers—traveled with the timber down
the West Branch of the Penobscot River in Maine, stopping at the landmarks on this
map, taking huge quantities of food and supplies with them, and risking their lives.
AMC/ABIGAIL COYLE
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I looked at those words again: 200 men! Eating “2 barrels of flour and a barrel
of salt pork each day.” The quantities astounded me. I imagined the logistics
of moving that amount of food along a wild, cold, boiling river with relentless long rapids. I thought about organizing the men in that environment,
with uncertain weather. The brute strength and endurance they must have
had, doing their work with hand tools, left me shaking my head. These facts
renewed my resolve to learn how the log drives evolved over 141 years before
they ended in 1971.
Loggers began cutting and moving up the West Branch of
the Penobscot River in the mid- to late 1820s. Others made their way into
Ripogenus Lake from the west, bypassing 45 miles of rugged river between the
lake and Nicatou, at its mouth on the Penobscot River. Both sets of loggers
drove their logs down the river.
In 1832, loggers had cut upriver to a short distance above the head of
Ambajejus Lake but below the foot of the Debsconeag Deadwater. By 1835,
crews led by a boss named Robert Gibson had reached Nesowadnehunk
Stream. Gibson established an 80-acre farm with at least one building and a
root cellar on the large, flat interval halfway between Abol and Nesowadnehunk streams. In the summer of 1836, his oxen grazed on the wild grasses of
an island below Abol Falls, and his men harvested wild meadow hay along
the river.
By 1830, Nicholas “Nick” Norcross, among a few others, came from the
west and was logging in the Ripogenus Lake area. These men also worked
farms to support themselves. In 1836, one farm lay a little way up the west side
of Ripogenus Lake; the next year, two men were working it. By 1856, the farm
had grown to about 100 cleared acres with five or six barns and a large house.
The only way to reach these farms was by water or over the ice in winter.
The crews were small and few in numbers, their camps crude, and the food
the same daily. When the men went in for the season, they took all they
would need for the cutting and driving season. No winter supply line served
the earliest camps.
By 1840, the lumbermen opened two tote roads that they used yearly for
the next 50-plus years to keep the logging camps supplied during the winter.
On the Caribou Lake Tote Road that served loggers at Ripogenus Lake, the
oxen teams worked in relays. The team at Jo-Mary shanty hauled the ten
miles to Yoke Pond shanty, stayed the night, and returned the next day with
the empty sled brought down from Wadleigh Pond shanty, the last stop before
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Loggers on the river cable ferry at Pockwockamus Deadwater, circa 1930.

COURTESY OF THE

ROY DOUGLAS NELSON FAMILY
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The only way to reach these farms was by water or over the
ice in winter. The crews were small and few in numbers,
their camps crude, and the food the same daily. When the
men went in for the season, they took all they would need
for the cutting and driving season. No winter supply line
served the earliest camps.
reaching the Morris farm near the Ripogenus Lake outlet. The Bangor and
Aroostook Railroad eventually replaced this supply route after the railroad
reached Greenville in 1884.
The Nahmakanta Tote Road connected Brownville to South Twin Lake
and the West Branch at the head of Ambajejus Lake. When the railroad
reached Millinocket Station in 1894, the land-based supply route for logging
on the West Branch went up along Millinocket Stream, crossed Millinocket
Lake on the ice, and gradually extended northwest to the Abol Bridge area,
finally (around 1908) reaching Nesowadnehunk Stream six miles upstream
from the West Branch. No tote road ever reached the Ripogenus outlet by
following either side of the river. Supplies needed west of Nesowadnehunk
Stream came from the west.
In the early years, the quantity of logs was small, and crews guided them
downriver at ice-out, keeping them sorted from those of other drivers with
each crew’s unique log mark. As more crews cut and drove logs, it became
increasingly difficult to keep their logs separated. Lumbermen made a
first attempt to drive logs as a group on the West Branch in 1835 with the
chartering of the West Branch Boom Company, organized by some of the
lumbermen working the river above Ambajejus Falls. The Penobscot Log
Driving Company (PLDC), which had directed the drive from Nicatou to
Bangor since 1833, took over in 1845 and within four years was handling nearly
all the logs of the drive. This company, composed of lumbermen, remained in
place until Great Northern Paper took over the drives in 1901 and conducted
them on the river above the mill for the next 70 years.
Even with cooperation, the lumbermen knew by the mid-1830s that
the increasing log volume required more water, which necessitated dam
construction. In 1834, they formed the Chesuncook Dam Company and
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Another shot of the ferry across the Pockwockamus Deadwater. An underwater cable
pulled it. COURTESY OF THE ROY DOUGLAS NELSON FAMILY

successfully petitioned the Maine state legislature for a charter to dam the
outlets of Chesuncook and North Twin lakes. Failing to build either dam in
the allotted time, the company sought and received three extensions. It finally
built the Chesuncook Dam, immediately above the head of Ripogenus Lake,
in fall 1840. The next year, 50 men using hand tools, oxen, and black powder
built the North Twin Dam over almost three months.
During the next 127 years, the PLDC infrastructure—dams, sluices, side
booms, cribs, and abutments—evolved and used the river’s energy to its
fullest. Chuck Harris and his crew removed many of those structures during
the 1972 cleanup operation, but as I walked the overgrown drivers’ paths
40 years later, I could still see remains and envision the river drivers and
appreciate how they worked with the river.
North Twin and Chesuncook dams improved the flow of logs, but drive
problems persisted as loggers drove ever-increasing quantities. From 1845 to
1879, crews used black powder to blow rocks in Ripogenus Gorge. In 1865,
the lumbermen built the first dams near the Ripogenus Lake outlet to direct
all the water into the main channel. The next year, they deepened the river
channel. They blasted more rocks in 1874. William Jasper Johnston rebuilt
the 1865 dams in 1882. A year later, crews working in the Debsconeag Falls
area built abutments at Wheelbarrow Pitch, the head of the falls, and below
the deadwater. In 1887, Johnston built the first dam across the main channel
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leading into Ripogenus Gorge. The dam had a sluice but no gate because the
Chesuncook Dam controlled the water.
Even with all that work to help logs flow downriver without
jamming, the jams persisted. So the lumbermen continued to work on
improving the water flow. Following are just a few examples of the lengths to
which the lumbermen went just to keep logs going. In the mid-1890s, 60,000
logs got hung up in a jam on a ledge of Debsconeag Falls. The drivers did not
break the jam; the logs sat there until the fall, when Percy Johnston cleared
them—and removed the entire ledge. Drivers built a roll dam below the Big
Eddy in about 1900, then replaced it with one above the eddy in 1914. A roll
dam backed up water to flood out tough, rocky stream sections but let water
flow freely over the top so it did not require sluicing. Realizing they still
needed more water, drivers built Nesowadnehunk Dam at Nesowadnehunk
Falls in 1903. High water blew it out in 1932, but no one replaced it. In 1917,
Great Northern Paper replaced the roll dam at Ripogenus outlet with the
current concrete dam. That dam flooded out the Chesuncook Dam and
turned the three Upper Chain Lakes (Ripogenus, Caribou, and Chesuncook)
into one body of water.
Here are a few more examples. At places where the river split into
two channels—the back channel just above the Big Eddy, near Little
Ambejackmockamus Falls, and above the island upstream of Ambajejus
Falls—the men constructed rock-crib side dams to keep the water in the
most opportune channel. Where the river widened, as at the Debsconeag
Deadwater, the drivers positioned rock cribs connected by boom logs to form
a channel that would keep logs in the main current. Side booms kept logs out
of coves, inlets, and swampy areas. Shear booms kept logs in the current in
Ripogenus Gorge and at the Big Eddy, Ambejackmockamus Falls, Horserace
Rapids, the Ledges, Nesowadnehunk Falls, Abol Falls, and Ambajejus Falls.
At all of those places, logs tended to jam. In the lower rocky gorges just above
the Big Eddy, crews lined some rough rock walls with logs to smooth the way.
The last substantive change at Ripogenus Gorge was the 1967 relocation of
the sluice to the top of the gorge’s north side ending at the cliff top above the
pool at McKay Power Station.
Bridges weren’t part of this industry for many years. All the drives relied
primarily on rafts and bateaux, later motorboats, to transport men back and
forth across the river. The first bridge might have been a floating model built
circa 1920 and used through the 1940s above Ambajejus Falls. The bridge
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swung downriver to allow the passage of logs. By about 1930 at Pockwockamus
Deadwater, an overhead-cable ferry, powered by the current, crossed the river.
A 1934 bridge over this deadwater and one built in the late 1940s to replace
the floating bridge did not last. Great Northern’s only successful bridge before
the end of the drives was built in 1953; it crossed at Abol.
Each year’s river drive preparations also included the opening of the
downriver drive camps at the Big Eddy, Sourdnahunk Falls, Abol Falls,
Debsconeag Falls, and Passamagamet Falls, all of which were on the north
side of the river so communication did not depend on a bateau. Each camp
had a small crew with a bateau. Before the log drives started, loggers re-cleared
the paths on both sides of the river so they could move easily up and down
the river’s edge as needed. They inspected and repaired or replaced all the
various types of booms designed to try to keep the logs in the main current.
They prepared the trip booms and accompanying headworks.1 The locations
of these camps never changed.
The wind was favorable, blowing down river, so they were sluicing
straight through the night. The signal men at their watch posts on the
rim of the gorge could see enough in the dark so they could signal with
flaming birch bark torches whether a jam was forming or . . .
						—An 1881 river traveler
For more than 100 years, the jam watchers stationed themselves in view of
each other between the Ripogenus outlet and the Big Eddy. At the Big Eddy,
the watchman could see up the back channel to the crib works, the station
of the next watchman who could see as far as a west-side cliff site at a drop
in the river called the Little Heater. The next site was on the former cliff at
the McKay Station, in sight of the outlet. A 1905 traveler on the river noticed
locked telephone boxes, but Fred Gilbert, who directed the drives from 1900
to 1903, did not trust them and used the old signal system. Before 1917, when
logs jammed, the crews broke them apart using picks or (after 1879) setting
1. A headworks is a log raft with a capstan fitted to a keyhole in the middle. Protruding from
the capstan are as many as six equally spaced arms. One or two men on each arm turn the
capstan to wind in a rope pulling a trip boom to the anchored headworks. When a headworks
tows a boom of logs, its anchor is carried the length of the rope in the desired direction of
movement, dropped, and then the crew turns the capstan to wind in the rope and pull the
boom of logs to the anchor. The process is repeated until the destination is reached.
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Lumber workers in 1909 keep the long logs moving through a boom-lined channel.
MILLINOCKET HISTORICAL SOCIETY

off dynamite. Once Ripogenus Dam was operating in 1917, crews generally
broke jams by releasing water.
I set the dynamite down in the water in the jam, but the charge did
not go off and we did not know if the current moved it or if it would
eventually go off.
—Dana Brown, a late-1940s crew leader at the Ambajejus Boom House,
who was called to clear a jam at the Passamagamet Falls trip boom.
If a jam began to form and a drive camp crew could not break it, one runner
went downriver for more men and another went upriver to tell the drivers
stationed at the closest “trip boom”—a string of connected logs that could
control log flows—to close it—thus, shutting off the flow of logs. The men
used a headworks to pull the trip boom back across the river. In later years,
they used a winch with a two-man hand crank. A closed trip boom could
also cause a jam behind it, with the pressure of oncoming logs forcing others
underwater and often stacking them down to the river bottom. The drive
crews no longer needed the trip booms at Abol and Debsconeag falls beginning about 1915, but the ones at Passamagamet and Ambajejus falls were in
use through the last drive.
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June morning 1857: The Abol drive camp crew ferried George Goodwin of Stetson, Maine, out to the “Gray Rock of Abol” in the middle
of the river above Abol Falls to keep the jams from forming. . . . He fell
in and drowned.
—Members of a drive crew, as quoted in the journal of Fanny Hardy
Eckstorm
Once the sluicing began, the crews at the drive camps kept the logs
moving through their assigned sections. With their bateaux, they transported
men to either side of the river or placed them on jams mid-river. The crew’s
first priority was to keep an open channel in the river and prevent jams from
forming. Logs washed up on the banks and got stuck in shallow waters near
the shore, but the men had little, if any, time to deal with these. With logs
being sluiced through the night, the drivers never knew what they might find
in the morning. They were ever vigilant for the sudden appearance of a mass
of logs.
A portion of the drive crew was sluicing the last logs. The cooking crew
had already moved over the portage with provisions, gear, and 12 tents
for 200 men . . . 12–15 men portaged the 1000 foot two inch hemp rope
. . . they carried the spare tools and the forge and all the iron the blacksmith would need. . . . As 200 men picked the rear and slowly moved
down river, another 100 men, those of the drive camps and those driving cuts on the tributaries, joined the journey.
							—Fanny Eckstorm
The drive boss had determined where the next encampment would be below
the gorge. Here the cooks and their crew set up the camp and began cooking
again. The 200 men ate the evening meal and first meal of the next day at the
camp. Cookies delivered the day’s other two meals as far as six miles away.
Beginning below the dam, the lumbermen picked and otherwise manhandled
logs jammed against the dry-ways2 and caught along the edges of the gorge.
Downriver, others were beginning to work both sides, where high water at
the beginning of the drive washed logs up on the rocky banks and into the
wooded edges. The drive boss determined how far from the river they worked
2. Where a river divided into two channels, loggers typically dammed one channel, which was
then the dry-way.
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by the current river level and how much water was available behind the dam.
The last person down the river was a clerk who noted, by log mark, any logs
left behind. The drive boss moved the camp as needed to keep pace with the
movement of the rear of the picking.
When he was home he talked and worked incessantly on planning the
drive. . . . He drew pictures and made small models of the river . . .
experimented with imagined water levels . . . trying to figure the best
way for the men . . . then [Great Northern Paper] took over and did
not hire him and the others who had led the river drives for decades . . .
—The wife of river boss John Ross, recorded by Fanny Hardy Eckstorm
In 1891, the rear of the drive reached Ambajejus Boom House around July 5.
In another four weeks, after towing the log booms across the Lower Chain
Lakes and driving the logs down the lower West Branch, they would reach
the Penobscot boom at Nicatou. This timing reflected that of the previous
60 years and the next 10 to 20 years during which the drive changed little.
The PLDC had successful drives year after year except in 1861, when the Civil
War engaged the men necessary for the drive; in 1879, when the North Twin
Dam blew out; and in 1880, when the Chesuncook Dam washed out. Even
with low water levels, the lumbermen successfully completed drives on time,
always getting through Ambajejus Lake by early July.
The drive began to change in 1901, after Great Northern was running
it; by 1915, nearly all logs coming downriver went to the company’s mill in
Millinocket instead of floating another 75 miles to Bangor. The deadwaters
and large coves from Debsconeag Deadwater downriver became occasional
storage areas, where crews used headworks to move logs out of storage into
the current and drove them to the mill through the summer and early fall.
By about 1920, log lengths were only 4 feet instead of the previous 12, and
by then, a single crew of 50 or so men worked at Ripogenus Lake, towing
and sluicing logs through much of the summer. Crews were not necessary
at the downriver drive camps because the shorter logs rarely jammed. The
drive of short wood with bateaux took about 45 days and 60 men to pick
the rear. When the drivers switched from bateaux to flat-bottom motorboats in the mid-1940s, 25 to 30 men picked the rear in only 10 days. Until
1953, they stayed at the drive camps during this time. Once the road crossed
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at Abol Bridge and reached Ripogenus Dam in 1953, the crews stopped
using the camps. At the end of each day, Great Northern transported the
men to more easily maintained and comfortable facilities. Other than the
trip boom operators at Ambajejus and Passamagamet falls, watchmen at
the drive campsites were no longer necessary.
A way of life was ending.
A few years ago, I sat on the porch of the Ambajejus Boom House,
thinking of Fanny’s journal. Her West Branch travels had ended just before
the river’s sporting-camp era had begun. Many of the loggers she met played
key roles in the development of these camps. Had she continued downriver
in 1891, she could have stayed at logger Joe Francis’s sporting camp at the
Debsconeag Deadwater. Other men who’d worked the log drives ran
camps at Pockwockamus Deadwater and Passamagamet Falls. And Seldon
McPheters, who piloted the towboat on the Lower Chain Lakes, established
sporting camps at the foot of Ambajejus Falls. As I looked across the cove at
Seldon’s former Camp Wellington, now called Ambajejus Camps, I imagined
woodsman and guide John Farrington paddling away from the dock with
his sports. They might stop at his family’s personal camp on the Debsconeag
Deadwater or at one of the others situated along the route to Ripogenus Lake
and Frost Pond. I could imagine it all as if it had just happened a few years
ago.

William Geller is the retired comptroller of the University of Maine at Farmington.
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In the High Country
Following the trail of Burroughs and Thoreau,
from the Catskills to Katahdin
Richard F. Fleck
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N

ow that I have dwelt so far across the wide Missouri for
many years, I am drawn to recall my ascents of three unique peaks in
the richly literary northeastern Appalachian Mountains: Slide Mountain, the
highest of New York’s Catskills above the Hudson River; Mount Monadnock,
rising high above the wooded vales of southern New Hampshire; and rugged
Katahdin, with views of distant Moosehead Lake in northern Maine. These
three peaks certainly engendered in me a true sense of the wild.

I
The geologically ancient Catskill Mountains remain refreshingly wild, even
though they are but a two-hour drive from New York City. Two summits,
Slide and Hunter, rise above 4,000 feet, and scores of peaks crest at 3,500 feet
and a bit higher. That’s high enough to be fringed with a Canadian balsam
zone above densely forested slopes of maple, oak, aspen, birch, and ash.
October frosts tinge these woodlands with an array of colors, from purple to
scarlets to yellows, and leave them looking like an artist’s palette.
But perhaps springtime is an even better season than autumn in the
Catskill Mountains. You would think it was October with all those swollen
red buds, except that thoughts of cold days with layers of snow dissolve amid
a chorus of peepers in the low-lying marshes. The lightness of air, the smells
of earth, and the sound of ice-free waterfalls rejuvenate the spirit in ways no
other season can. On just such a day, I made my first of three ascents of Slide
Mountain.
In May, I read John Burroughs’s Riverby (Houghton Mifflin, 1894), an
exciting account of his climb of Slide Mountain, which at 4,203 feet is the
highest in the Catskills. I had seen these mountains in the misty distance,
and they always appeared as alluring as the landscapes in Washington Irving’s
Rip Van Winkle. By the end of the month, I was dashing along the Slide
Mountain trail from Big Indian Valley, the Catskills rising around me like
dreamy watercolors with the slightest tinge of green amid grayness.
Myriad blossoms of whitebeam (Sorbus aria) set aglow the dense undergrowth of the maple–beech forest with a silent but colorful aria. I crossed
ancient riverbeds of faded maroon-colored stones and bounded upward
into the ferny forest, where the dead leaves of autumn betrayed the delicate
Mount Monadnock’s wide, bare ridge of composite rock resembles the shell of a sleeping
turtle. JERRY AND MARCY MONKMAn
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footfalls of chipmunks. Thrushes and vireos chirped in the hollow aisles of
the forest.
After being somewhat spoiled by a level section of trail, I began a long and
gradual ascent, following piles of those pale maroon boulders until I reached
a 3,500-foot elevation marker in a more sensitive environmental zone. Here,
the trees had only begun to bud; I had returned to April. Instead of lush fern
fronds, I saw only fiddleheads, barely breaking through the ground. The Sorbus aria’s veiny, heart-shaped leaves were much smaller, though rings of white
blossoms had already come out. Yellow birches appeared stark and nude
against the sky, as did all other species save balsam firs.
Echoes from a woodpecker rose up from the lower vales. Some 300 vertical
feet higher, the trees began to show signs of dwarfing. A few wild cherry trees
looked as gaunt as desert vegetation. Northern birds like longspurs chirped
away in the treetops; perhaps they would remain here for another few weeks
before their departure to arctic Canada. I caught my first glimpse of the
hazy, almost milky, valleys below through the branches of a cool forest. At
3,900 feet, I entered a distinct Laurentian forest zone dominated by rich and
fragrant balsam fir that reminded me of coastal trails on Monhegan Island,
Maine.
At last I stood on the summit atop a rock slide, well over 4,000 feet above
sea level. Panther, Wittenberg, Cornell, and Peekamoose mountains spread
beyond in misty space. The lead-gray Ashokan Reservoir appeared more like
sky than water. Was it the mystical entrance to some lower world? I was
reminded of what Burroughs, a naturalist of the Catskills, wrote about Slide
Mountain’s summit: “All was mountain and forest on every hand. Civilization
seemed to have done little more than to have scratched this rough, shaggy
surface of the earth here and there. In any such view, the aboriginal, the geographical greatly predominate. The works of man dwindle, and the original
features of the huge globe come out.”
I sat back to enjoy the notes of the white-throated sparrows and hermit
thrushes; those bird songs erased the years. Ah tee tee tee tee came from one
perch, and from another, the whirling sound of a thrush: a myrtle, a turtle, a
shirtle, a myrtle. Was I still a boy in the Maine woods? No wonder Rip Van
Winkle lost twenty years up here in the Catskills! I, too, lingered, almost
wishing to stay overnight, but slowly retracing my steps back down to the
“civilized” valleys below where I would always dream just a bit about the cool
and bracing summit of Slide Mountain.
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II
New England never looked greener. White pines towered over Concord,
Massachusetts, where I attended the annual Thoreau Society meeting in the
intense heat of mid-July. The heat was so overwhelming that I had difficulty
listening to the various lectures. One of the delightful escape options for
attendees was a guided climb of Mount Monadnock, New Hampshire,
including finding the spot where Henry David Thoreau spent several nights
in August 1860.
Five of us set out for Keene, New Hampshire, on July 17 with our guide
José Garcia, a professional botanist and immigrant from Cuba who moved to
the United States after the Bay of Pigs invasion in 1961. Hopping out of our
van, we began our hike on the Spellman Trail through a dense mixed forest of
paper birch, white pine, giant beech trees with heart-shaped leaves, and thick
stands of hemlock. We walked along Thoreau’s route of 1852, and in two short
miles through fragrant forests, we gained 2,000 feet to arrive at Thoreau’s
favorite bog, piping with white-throated sparrows and eastern warblers. Thoreau wrote that these nice little bogs of Monadnock stayed perpetually moist
by “retaining some of the clouds” that hovered above.
José pointed out a surrounding canopy of striped maple and goldenbarked yellow birch with a forest floor of New York ferns. The valleys of New
Hampshire spread far below, and we could begin to discern the high, rocky
shell of Monadnock above us, looking like a sleeping turtle whose shell rose
above treeline.
Gaining elevation, we passed through stands of red spruce that replaced
the white pines of the lower slopes and valleys. I mentioned to José that western white pines, or limber pines, grow up to treeline in the Rockies. Not here
in New England, he explained. They are less tolerant of higher elevations. He
went on to explain that a fierce forest fire in the early part of the nineteenth
century had created a false treeline; the trees had not yet come back because of
the severity of New Hampshire’s climate above 3,000 feet. Mount Washington, above 6,000 feet, has one of the most severe climates in North America,
with winter winds clocking in at 225 miles per hour and temperatures dipping
well beneath 40 degrees below zero, not counting the windchill factor.
Back in a chilly northern forest of yellow birch (whose bark makes an
excellent tea), Canada mayflowers grew in profusion, and we stopped to listen
to the notes of a black-throated green warbler: twirl twirl twirl, zee zee zee.
Its notes blended with the distant notes of some other warbler, way up in the
high canopy.
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We arrived at Falcon Spring to get an icy cold drink while chickadees
chattered around us. José pointed to a 200- to 300-year-old yellow birch,
rising high into the forest canopy. We continued our climb up a steep trail
past patches of hobblebush and mountain maples that served as perches for
Tennessee warblers and hermit thrushes, their ethereal notes piping through
the woods. We soon arrived at a dark-brown bog saddled between two lower
summits beneath Monadnock’s true peak. Here again, we stopped to listen
to a symphony of white-throated sparrows and hermit thrushes, reminiscent
of the foggy coast of Maine. Berries grew on the forest floor: bunchberries,
mountain cranberries, and sandworts.
At last we arrived on top of Monadnock’s rocky turtle shell, a geologic
term for hills with bare rocky summits such as The Dome in southern
Vermont. Monadnock’s rock consists of folded layers of gray schists and
quartzites that contain feldspathic granulites. We sprang up over the
rocky summit to the very top, at 3,166 feet in cool and pleasant breezes.
After enjoying sweeping views of eastern New Hampshire and the distant,
rolling hills of hazy Vermont to the west, we followed José down a different
route, to a seven-foot ledge overlooking five tall spruce trees: the exact
location of Thoreau’s campsite of early August 1860, where he feasted on
cranberries and delighted in watching sunsets. Observing smoke-signal
clouds from his camp, he wrote, “One evening, as I was watching these
small clouds forming and dissolving about the summit of our mountain,
the sun having set, I cast my eyes toward the dim bluish outline of the
Green Mountains in the clear evening sky, and to my delight, I detected
exactly over the summit of Saddleback Mountain, some 60 miles distant, its
own little cloud, shaped like a parasol and answering to that which capped
our mountain.” We proceeded down a very steep and rocky slope into
the rising heat and humidity of the valleys below, with occasional views
of eastern New Hampshire lake country. It had become far too hazy to
see another hill of Thoreau fame in the distance: Mount Wachusett, near
Worcester, Massachusetts.
None too soon, we six returned to Falcon Spring for a cool drink of water
to refresh us for our hike back down to the valley below. We wished we could
have camped overnight up there, but just remembering that icy spring while
in a steamy hot lecture hall the next day refreshed me.
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III
The Maine Woods were and are a breeding ground for mysticism, as much so
as the Himalaya, the Amazon, or the plains of the Serengeti. I think it must
be the piercing note of the white-throated sparrow or the cry of the loon
that makes the damp and mossy coniferous woods so conducive to reflection.
Or perhaps it is the pagoda-like white pine reflected on the clear waters of
unnamed ponds. Or then again, it might be the ghost of Thoreau seen faintly
through the flickering flames of a campfire.
More than 50 years ago, I camped with some companions at Chimney
Pond before our first ascent of Katahdin, the highest peak in Maine, rising 5,268 feet. It was late August, and the nighttime sky throbbed with colored threads of northern lights. We had difficulty closing our eyes to get
some sleep, yet it seemed only moments later when, at 5 a.m., we rolled up
our sleeping bags, covered with hoarfrost and, like French Jesuits of old, followed a trail through thick black spruces (les epinettes noires). The high-rising,
exposed granite of Baxter Peak loomed above us; if our eyes were focusing
correctly, we thought we saw a skein of fresh snow on the summit. The spruce
and aspen around us seemed so utterly still and silent!
Before long we had worked our way through Katahdin’s treeline of matted
dwarf spruce; sometimes we’d sink up to our knees trying to get through it,
and our boots got soaked in rivulets of spring water that trickled under the
dense matting. With each ten or fifteen feet gained, we could see more and
more of the boreal forests of northern Maine, which gave off an aroma like
incense at some Buddhist temple in Kyoto or Nara.
And when our feet touched nothing but naked granite, we began to see
distant Moosehead Lake and cow-moose-shaped Mount Kineo, mythologized by the Penobscot. We paused to take a few swallows of the icy spring
water gushing out of a crevice; the sudden chill made our teeth hurt. Though
the sky remained bright and sunny, a chill wind drilled through us up here,
4,000 feet above the relatively flat terrain around Katahdin’s base.
Finally we stood on the rugged and spiny summit of Katahdin, more than
5,000 feet tall, and peered down sheer granite cliffs into the glacial cirque
of Chimney Pond. We hadn’t expected to see such sweeping alpine terrain
east of the Mississippi, but wild and sweeping it was! As clouds gathered and
poured over Katahdin’s Knife Edge ridge to the east, the temperature dropped
20 degrees, helping preserve the tiny crests of fresh snow between the rocks.
To the north, we could make out a sliver of silver: the Saint Lawrence River
in Canada.
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Within moments, dense clouds seemed to be born at our very feet.
We elected to descend. Thoreau, 100 years earlier, had called this rocky perch
an unfinished part of the globe that robbed him of his “divine faculties.” All
of us standing there could have agreed with him: the flood of sensations was
too quick, too vast, to be absorbed in a reasonable period. This one day’s
climb entered our spirits’ cores in undecipherable ways. Thoreau’s posthumously published book, The Maine Woods (Houghton Mifflin, 1864), however, offers a key to the cryptic language of this very northern part of Maine,
with its pagodas of pine, its eerie and plaintive bird calls, its mossy and damp
fragrance, and its chilly alpine heights.
Even though I have ascended more than twenty 14,000-foot peaks in the
West, I shall remember these three eastern peaks as though I had just climbed
them yesterday.

Richard F. Fleck is author of Desert Rims to Mountains High (West Winds Press,
2013), Henry Thoreau and John Muir Among the Native Americans (West Winds Press,
2015), and a forthcoming introduction to a new edition of John Muir’s Steep Trails
(Thoreau Institute at Walden Woods, 2017).
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Brown Trout on the Coming of November
Two or three leaves escort
every caddis that floats overhead
Through the riffle, black walnuts bob,
staining the water sweeter.
These next days, the last of the sun will reach
the stony bottom. In the next pool a deer
drifts facedown, a spike that broke
its leg crossing and drowned.
I glide between antlers;
cheek hairs sway with the water.
I fin inside his chest,
golden sides pressing against
white ribs, slide out, wander
downstream with the rest
of the year.
Noah Davis

Noah Davis has published poetry in Poet Lore, Natural Bridge, Chiron Review, and
Hiram Poetry Review. When not confined to his dorm room at Seton Hill University,
he spends his time on the mountains and streams of his central Pennsylvania home.

winter/spring 2017 69

Mountain Chatter
Can one escape gabbing on Welch-Dickey?
Elissa Ely
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Here one might think high thoughts.
—A. P. Coleman, The Canadian Rockies: New and Old Trails (Unwin, 1884)

I

went walking in the late fall. The plan was to gather vistas
I could visit in my mind’s eye through another dire winter. The WelchDickey loop, near Thornton, New Hampshire, is not a quiet trail, but for
some reason, I had hopes of quietude.
It was the middle of the week, and there were only a few cars in the lot:
probably a couple of route runners with dogs. Three men were climbing out
of an orange Mustang—itself the color of a fall flame—that had a USMC
bumper sticker. While I filled out a fee envelope for $3, they slapped their
pockets. One wore shorts and had a tattoo on his calf that somehow spun
when he walked. He came over, still slapping.
—Pardon me, miss. Got change for a five?
—Sorry, I said. I thought about suggesting they donate the whole five
dollars to this worthy mountain cause. Then I thought, they’re Marines.
They’ve donated already.
They were cheerful talkers, these Marines.
—4.4 miles. That’s one way, right? one said.
—My wife should be here, said another.
—Don’t mind us, miss, the third said. We just like to gab.
The gabbing receded. It grew quiet. I started gathering my views. That’s
why I had come.
On the first ledge, a young couple bent over a map.
—Is this the Welch, of Welch-Dickey? the man asked, as if he were seeking a
formal introduction.
I said no it wasn’t, not yet.
They took a few photos then wandered in half-moons until they found the
trail, buried off to the right. Ten minutes later, I came on them again, sitting
on another ledge, looking at the map.
—Glorious day, the same young man said, as if we hadn’t met yet.
—Certainly, I said.
Perhaps on their way to overhearing new recipes from other hikers, Ryan Smith and
Todd Harris hike the Welch-Dickey loop at dusk. JENNIFER SMITH
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Welch-Dickey is beautifully brief. It took next to no time to get to the
top, where there were only circling hawks, who make noise but do not talk. I
stopped to put some gloves on, then saw an older man vaulting up the rock
stairs from the other direction: white-haired, white-whiskered, elegant. He
looked like an antelope, except for the spandex.
I started to pass, but he spoke before I could.
—I’d planned to go up Mount Washington this morning, he said, as if we
were already in the middle of the conversation—but the reports said it was
all socked in. I’ve been thinking about gun control. Every presidential candidate
should insist on wage equity and gun equity—every man, woman, and child
should be given a gun as part of his platform.
—Ah, I said. It was hard to know if he was joking, since this was New
Hampshire.
—If you roll out of bed in the morning on your own power, it’s a good day, he
said, and sprinted away.
Right before the long views from Dickey Mountain disappear into forest,
there is a fin I always sit on. It’s a chance to glance out the window one last
time before shutting it. I’m very fond of that vista and was looking forward to
squirreling away the nut of an image. I headed toward it.
Two older women, walking heavily and without trekking poles, came
up behind me. They wore fluorescent vests—fully alert to the hazards of
hunters—and were talking loudly, very loudly.
—The sweet potatoes. I boil them. I don’t believe in canned, said one.
—But how do you peel them?
—Like a banana. There was triumph in her voice. Just like a banana. That
skin comes right off.
I hurried ahead. Fifteen minutes later, I sat by my window, took out water,
an egg, an apple. There was wind, there were trees, there was quiet.
—Parsnips are trickier, said a voice behind me. But I’ve got a no-fail method.
—Hey, should we take a break? her friend asked.
They sat down a few feet away.
A little gall was rising; it’s one of the sacred fluids. Enough was enough.
Didn’t they know there are rules? Hiking is like entering a theater—you turn
off the phone, and when the lights go down, you stop whispering. The place
goes silent. It’s part of the social contract.
Were they ever going to stop talking?
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Years ago, I read a psychiatric paper. It described waiting for therapy to
begin. New therapists are eager—beside themselves, really—to dig deep into
the patient’s history and grapple with muddy emotion. They yearn to get to
the soul of the matter. But often, that never happens. Instead, little irritants
and secondary crises intervene. There’s been an argument with a neighbor, or
the husband has been a jerk again. These are impediments, but trivial ones,
and the student therapist waits for them to settle so the real job can begin. Yet
somehow, they never settle.
The author argued it was for good reason. These impediments were not
impediments. They were the therapy. The soul of a matter is how we deal with
neighbors and husbands; it’s nothing more. There’s no need to wait. The work
has already begun.
I came for images and silence. I left with an understanding of how the
potato is like a banana.
Accepted in the right spirit, a vegetable is therapeutic, too.

Elissa Ely is a Boston-based psychiatrist and writer.
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Bob Proudman
An appreciation of a groundbreaking trails career
Rebecca Oreskes
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I

first heard of Bob Proudman in 1979, when I started working
for the Appalachian Mountain Club’s huts in New Hampshire’s White
Mountains. I never heard his full name. I just kept hearing the word Bobe
(pronounced “BOE-be”) as they described some amazing rock climb or outlandish feat. The tone when they said “Bobe” mixed respect, bemusement,
and affection. All I knew then was that he had something to do with the
AMC trails. I pictured one of the super-strong, irrepressible, and slightly
crazy AMC trail crew. I probably wasn’t too far off, but Bob Proudman,
who retired in 2015 from a distinguished career at the Appalachian Trail
Conservancy, was more than this.
Since he began working in 1965, Bob has helped almost every hiker who’s
ever walked in the White Mountains, on the Appalachian Trail, or on any
trail, anywhere. His influence can be seen in how the trails are graded and
placed, in the design of backcountry toilets, and in campsites. The 1960s and
1970s, when Bob began working on trails, was a time of exponential growth
in crowds of hikers and backpackers. Their boots pounded the trails, and
they cut plants and trees, left trash, and dug trenches at campsites. This led to
innovations in trail building and backcountry management, many of which
Proudman led.
According to a 1992 item by Paul Moore in this journal (49 no. 2),
“instead of ‘improving’ the backcountry, the (trail) crew began to focus on
protecting the resource itself.” Proudman fostered the era of trail managers as
conservationists.
Proudman was 16 in 1965, when he joined the AMC’s paid summer trail
crew. Three years later, he led the crew as trail master, a challenging job for a
young man in charge of his peers. After a brief break in Colorado, he returned
in 1971 to the AMC, which hired him to establish and build the Garfield
Ridge Campsite, an enclave of tent platforms nestled on challenging inclines
below Mount Garfield in the Whites. He worked as Garfield Ridge’s first
caretaker. After a stint as the AMC’s acting trails supervisor, he became its first
permanent trails supervisor, a position he held until 1981.
He also served the organization that manages the Appalachian Trail,
serving on the then–Appalachian Trail Conference board of managers from
1974 to 1978. (Now called the Appalachian Trail Conservancy, the ATC is the
Bob Proudman on a recent trip through the Bugaboos, in the Canadian Rockies. In
describing this photo, Proudman says, “Note glacial moraine in background, and gray
hair in foreground.” SUZANNE BIRCHARD
winter/spring 2017 75

volunteer organization with responsibility for managing the AT, which itself
is officially a national park.) While still an AMC employee, Proudman took a
job with the National Park Service in its office that oversaw the AT from 1979
through 1981. This would define his career.

The Appalachian Trail
In 1981, Proudman dedicated the rest of his working life to the Appalachian
Trail. That year, he took the job of trail coordinator for the ATC. His job
developed into that of trail management director and, by 2005, operations
director for the ATC. He retired almost two years ago after 34 years. His
career at the ATC started seventeen years before the task of protecting the
AT lands would be complete. It concluded when the trail was fully protected
by the federal government, and his methods of trail use were being tested by
ever-growing numbers of hikers.
The AT stretches about 2,200 miles from Springer Mountain in Georgia
to the northern Maine summit of Katahdin, in Baxter State Park. To share
in responsibility for the AT is to care for an iconic long-distance hiking trail
that serves many people and many purposes. It is traveled by thousands of
day-hikers, adults, kids, dog walkers, section hikers, and thru-hikers (those
who walk its entire distance in one go). The AT makes its way across terrain
as varied as southern balds, the New Jersey Highlands, the rugged alpine
areas of the White Mountains, and the deep woods of Maine. It’s not easy to
hike it from end to end, nor is it an easy job to be one of its stewards. It takes
skill and loads of patience to juggle the needs of so many different people
and to take care of the land through which the trail passes. Gentle, patient,
and a good listener, Proudman has all the requisite skills and has made many
lasting contributions. Besides caring for the treadway, he wrote or co-wrote
several editions of the ATC’s influential trail-building guide, Appalachian
Trail Design, Construction and Maintenance (Appalachian Trail Conservancy,
latest edition 2010), after already having written the first editions of the Appalachian Mountain Club’s Complete Guide to Trail Building and Maintenance.
He started ATC’s boundary monitoring and maintenance program, and
worked with hundreds of trail volunteers and government agencies.
The impact of the AT doesn’t just stretch between Georgia and Maine.
Many organizations and even other countries have sought out the ATC and
Proudman’s expertise in trail building, working with volunteers, and developing long-distance trails. Proudman has shared his expertise and insights far
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from home with projects in China and the Succulent Karoo, the desert region
of South Africa and Namibia.

Franconia Ridge
One place where the backcountry boom’s increased use and damage to
the land was painfully apparent was along New Hampshire’s Franconia
Ridge. Hikers were walking everywhere, roaming braided trails for lack of
a clearly defined pathway. The result was increased damage to fragile alpine
plants. Proudman told me that, after some heated discussions between the
AMC and the U.S. Forest Service, the Forest Service grudgingly accepted
AMC’s proposal to build scree walls along the trail. Proudman pioneered
the years-long effort of defining the treadway above treeline so that hikers
would be channeled onto one path instead of spreading out over a wide area,
trampling alpine plants. Some hikers were unhappy with what felt, to them,
like confinement and loss of freedom. Laura and Guy Waterman, climbers
and authors of several books on backcountry ethics, were among those
who initially felt the work was heavy handed. They talked at length with
Proudman about how to balance protecting the alpine zone while maintaining
the idea of the “freedom of the hills,” Laura Waterman recalled.
“The great thing about Bob was we could talk about how best to care for
the Franconia Ridge,” she said. “And he was absolutely right—he had to build
the wall. But we were able to make it a little lower. Bob was definite on what
he did and why he did it. But there were never any hard feelings on either
side. We liked and respected him from the beginning and that didn’t change.”
Proudman, along with others from the Forest Service, the AMC, and elsewhere, ushered in a new era, a time when trails began to be looked at not in
isolation but as part of a larger system to support hikers and protect the land
from misuse. Better campsite design, trail hardening, and composting toilets
in the backcountry all sprang from this movement.

Climbing
Besides being an expert in trails, Bob was a renowned climber in the 1960s.
He was part of a wave of bold, young climbers who completed many first
ascents in New England, such as his winter ascents on Cannon Mountain.
Rick Wilcox, Bob’s college roommate at the University of Massachusetts–
Amherst and leader of the 1991 New England Everest Expedition, said,
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“Bob almost wrecked my college career because we were out climbing every
weekend. Between 1966 and 1969, we climbed as much rock as we could. Bob
had many first ascents of rock and ice in the White Mountains.”
Known for his many accomplishments and successes on rock, Proudman
is also linked to tragedy. A 1974 climbing trip he led to Katahdin ended disastrously when a January thaw quickly turned into a severe storm. One climber
in the group died, and all of them suffered from severe frostbite. The accident
received a lot of attention, not all of it favorable to Bob as trip leader. The
AMC’s mountaineering committee wrote critically that the group should have
had a radio with them to check the weather.
Looking back on the accident on Katahdin and his time as a climber, Bob
noted with regret his youthful fearlessness. When pressed, he said, “I regret
that my actions led to someone losing his life.” He quickly added, “But we
were free spirits and back-to-the-landers. We didn’t consider taking a transistor radio on climbing trips.”
Laura Waterman concurred that radios were rare on climbing expeditions
at that time. “I still remember the night of that storm. Guy and I were at our
homestead in Vermont—a long way from Chimney Pond in Maine. There
had been a January thaw and the temperature went from the 50s to well
below zero in a very short time. That storm came in with lightning speed.
But people forget about the context of the time. Guy and I never would have
thought about taking a radio; all of us relied on our own knowledge to keep
ourselves safe.”
After the Katahdin tragedy, Proudman found himself reliving an earlier
accident. In August 1969 while on Longs Peak in Colorado, Proudman saved
the life of a climber who had fallen 100 feet. Bob recalls blood dripping down
on him and “blood going everywhere.” Proudman believes that the climber
would have bled to death without help. He suffered flashbacks, seeing
dripping blood when water dripped on him from an air conditioner. Soon
after, Bob simply walked away from climbing.
He made the choice never to expose his two children to rock climbing.
But ever the storyteller, Proudman couldn’t stop himself from talking about
his climbing adventures on long family vacation drives. “Out of the blue, in
2011, my daughter Katie says, ‘Dad, take me rock climbing!’” he said. “I was
totally flummoxed and flabbergasted!”
He did take her climbing, to Raven Rocks along the AT in Virginia, and
Katie, who is now 30, has spent the last four years working for Chiang Mai
Rock Climbing Adventures in Thailand’s second largest city, Chiang Mai.
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Bobe
Bob and I finally met several years after we’d both left the AMC, when our
work responsibilities intersected on the Appalachian Trail. I worked for the
U.S. Forest Service and Bob was with the ATC. Our work brought us to
many meetings on how to manage the AT. We hammered out agreements
between the government, the ATC, and the volunteers who all had an interest in the trail. Our meetings were mostly convivial, but they sometimes got
tense as we quibbled over words and intentions. Through it all, Bob could be
counted on for a smile, some humor, or just some much-needed perspective.
Most of all, he always listened. He knew when action needed to be taken. He
didn’t waver from what he thought was right. But he always kept his sense of
humor, his kindness, and his smile.
Only recently did I get an answer to the mystery of the nickname “Bobe.”
It turns out that in 1965, AMC trail master Alan S. Thorndike chose a pseudoFrench variant of the name Bobby Watson, a character in Eugène Ionesco’s
iconic theater of the absurd play, The Bald Soprano. Of all the origins of
nicknames in the mountains that I’ve heard over the years, that wasn’t one
I expected. Bob told me he doesn’t know why Alan chose to give him that
name. The name didn’t stick once Bob left the AMC—today only his former
AMC colleagues call him Bobe.
Climber, trail builder, backcountry manager, coalition-builder, conservationist: Bob Proudman has had many faces. He’s done every job with
thoughtfulness and caring for both people and the land. Anyone who hikes
or cares about trails should be thankful that he has devoted so much of his life
to trails and backcountry management. And don’t let the word “retirement”
fool anybody. I know Proudman will be consulting whenever and wherever
he’s asked. He’ll happily tell you stories of adventures near and far. As he said
in a departing piece for Appalachian Trail Journeys, quoting John Muir, “The
mountains are calling and I must go.”
All of us should feel grateful that Proudman first answered that call many
years ago.

Rebecca Oreskes, a member of the Appalachia Committee, is a writer, former
Appalachian Mountain Club hut staffer, and retired forest ranger with the White
Mountain National Forest. She has written many pieces for this journal, most
notably her series with Doug Mayer, “Mountain Voices,” which became a book of the
same name (AMC Books, 2012).
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Milk Snake
Your colors blend
with dirt and flecked leaf litter,
		
your patterned loops marked
beside the warm
brick of the porch steps
		
where we found you at noon
in full sun;
the tact of
		
your name, taken from legend—
where you sucked
the udders of pastured cows;
		
and your nickname farmer’s friend,
ridding barn and field
of insects to benefit a stout
		
crop. Today when I watch, you
bask in your warm spot,
your full arm’s length
		
only three-quarters in view, tail
still under
the last layer of
		
siding. I step a touch too near;
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you reel in flesh
and scales, a jack-in-a-box
		
who rids our home of rodents,
met in the visegrips of jaws
		
and your body’s sinewy muscles.
Tonight when I flick
on the porch light,
		
you will slide away in a fluid s
from beneath
my shadow, sweeping your
		
length over a crackle of leaves.

				Wally Swist

Wally Swist’s books include Huang Po and the Dimensions of Love (Southern Illinois
University Press, 2012); The Daodejing: A New Interpretation, with David Breeden
and Steven Schroeder (Lamar University Literary Press, 2015); and Invocation (Lamar
University Literary Press, 2015). His poems have appeared in many publications,
including Commonweal, North American Review, Rattle, Sunken Garden Poetry, 1992–
2011 (Wesleyan University Press, 2012), and upstreet. Garrison Keillor recently read a
poem of Swist’s on the public radio program The Writer’s Almanac.
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Africa Mountain Journal
1971–2015
Douglass Teschner
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Editor’s note: New England native Douglass Teschner’s career in the Peace Corps
and as a United States Agency for International Development contractor has sent
him to fifteen African countries since the early 1970s. He reflects on his love of the
continent gained through the many climbs on its varied hills and mountains he’s
managed to fit in around his work over four decades. It all started in Morocco.
He has worked on this diary for a long time and polished up the sixth version in
winter 2016 from his latest post, in Guinea.
The old doctor felt my pulse, evidently thinking of something else the while. . . .
“I always ask leave, in the interests of science, to measure the crania of those
going out there,” he said. “And when they come back too?” I asked. “Oh, I
never see them,” he remarked; “and, moreover, the changes take place inside,
you know.”
					—Joseph Conrad, Heart of Darkness

Jbel Toubkal, Morocco: August 29, 1971
I knew nothing but stereotypes of Africa when I joined the Peace Corps and
went to Morocco as a forestry volunteer. Sure, I wanted to help the world, but
I was also looking for adventure, to test my character, even if I had only the
vaguest idea of what that meant and where it might lead me. It had seemed
like a pretty good idea until I was awaiting takeoff from JFK airport, when
two years suddenly felt like such a long time that I might as well be going to
the moon.
Less than a month in Morocco, a group of us traveled up out of the dry
plains into the Atlas Mountains. At the village of Imlil, we declined the option
to have a mule carry our gear to the Neltner Hut, something I regretted later
in the day as the beautiful, but long, approach wore on under the hot sun.
Once you see the hardscrabble life up close, the idea that people thrive
scratching a living from nature is quickly challenged. And, yet, I admired the
proud Berbers tending their flocks of sheep amid stunning alpine grandeur.
Arising before dawn on the second day, we endured the long scree slog to the

The author and his Outward Bound students on the summit of Kilimanjaro in 1973.
DOUGLASS TESCHNER’S COLLECTION
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Terraced crops rise above the village of Imlil, Morocco, in 1973, with the Atlas Mountains in the background. DOUGLASS TESCHNER
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roof of North Africa at 13,665 feet.1 Tired but happy we continued down to
Imlil then faced a long ride back to Rabat.

Iferouane, Morocco: September 30, 1973
My Peace Corps service was complete, the first year’s roller coaster ride of
exhilaration and loneliness followed by a second year of harmony and integration. I easily navigated the markets and alleyways, spoke enough Arabic
to communicate in most situations, and had reached a certain inner peace. It
was time to move on.
Before leaving, I convinced a climbing friend, Ulrike Gassner of
Liechtenstein, to join me on one last trek, a circular route I had plotted.
Today, some 40 years later, I am amused, but not surprised, to see this circuit
has developed a reputation as a favored trekking route, but back then, it had
taken some serious negotiation to hire a mule (and the boy who tended it)
for the ten-day itinerary. We navigated over steep passes and down through
the various valleys where villages cling to the dry, rocky slopes above green
terraces of corn and walnut trees.
Iferouane is the most remote of the 4,000-meter (13,123 feet) peaks in that
region with a special wild character. From the top, we could see many peaks
I had climbed during the past two years. There was a pleasant familiarity, not
unlike the way I feel naming various peaks from any White Mountain summit. I was at home, an ironic observation as I prepared to exit this country
that had touched me in so many ways.

Kilimanjaro, Tanzania: December 20, 1973
I took my readjustment allowance from the Peace Corps and journeyed alone
to Kenya and Tanzania to explore the game parks, the Swahili coast, and, of
course, to climb.
I connected with the East Africa Outward Bound School in Loitokitok,
Kenya, and had the incredible chance to lead a group of Kenyan, Tanzanian,
and Ugandan students, culminating in a three-day round-trip Kilimanjaro
ascent—crossing the unmarked border into Tanzania, sleeping in a lava cave,
1. The author’s two articles on climbing in Morocco, “To the Summit of Ifni Dome” and “The
Mountains of Morocco” appear, respectively, in the June 1973 (39 no. 3) and December 1974
(40 no. 2) issues of Appalachia.
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reveling in the Afro-alpine vegetation, ascending the endless lava scree in darkness, and traversing the crater rim to the top of the continent at 19,340 feet.

Mount Kenya,2 Kenya: December 28, 1973
My Outward Bound colleague Peter Calder invited me to join a holiday trip
to Mount Kenya. I would have thought climbing Kili the week before would
have put me in good shape, but I suffered that first day under the load of
70 pounds. But, wow, what a mountain! So spectacular, much more so than
Kili, and a close-up look found me reinvigorated. Christmas Day, we reached
Kami Hut, situated next to a scenic tarn amid exotic giant groundsel, where
Peter’s two British friends were waiting. The third day, we climbed Point
Lenana, the high point for nontechnical climbers.
The following morning, three of us set off in darkness across the Lewis
Glacier for the 20-pitch rock climb on Mount Kenya, to the top of the
mountain’s 17,022-foot Nelion peak. Atop the peak at noon, we decided it
was too late for the traverse to the slightly higher Batian peak, and rappelled
and climbed back down. Back at the Austrian Hut, the joy of the climb was
replaced with a bittersweet uncertainty hanging in the air. With this climb, I
had achieved my last goal in Africa and would soon be leaving for a new and
uncertain way of life back in the United States.

Bintimani, Sierra Leone: March 23, 1987
By the mid-1980s, I had married and settled with my wife and our first son,
Ben, in the western White Mountains of New Hampshire. My mother was
surely influenced by my stories. She and my stepfather moved to Sierra Leone
when he took a job as a Peace Corps medical officer. Although not on the
payroll, Mom cheered up homesick American volunteers (my stepbrother
George among them) with chocolate chip cookies.
I couldn’t pass up the chance for a two-week visit, mostly spent on the
coast, but the mountains drew me inland. When the village chief at the end
of a two-day drive asked why we had chosen the hottest season to climb,
our answer about busy schedules back home left him shaking his head in
dismay. Ignoring the chief ’s concerns, we found someone to guide us to a
2. For more on the author’s Mount Kenya climb see “Of Kami and Klarwill and Kikuyu and
Kirinyaga,” Appalachia, December 1974 (40 no. 2).
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village of mud huts with tin roofs where we spent the first night in a gazebo.
After dark, villagers mulled about, dancing and singing, invisible to us on
this moonless night. I was drawn out into the crowded darkness to be among
them, avoiding collisions as best I could.
The topographic map I brought from Freetown was of little use, and that
first village was the limit of our first guide’s geographical knowledge so we
found a new one to take us farther. We saw very few people along the obscure
trails. A feeling of vulnerable isolation hung heavy in the heat, with the wish
to go deeper, to know more, conflicting with the desire to flee back to the
comforts and perceived security of civilization.
The last village was a handful of mud huts with thatched roofs. Nearby
mountains had dramatic cliffs, but I could not imagine climbing a rock face
in such unbearable heat. Dinner was cooked over a three-stone fire: rice in
palm oil and wild pig, shot by our guide’s ancient firearm. We were allocated
a hut, but it was so hot that we slept outside sweating in our sheets. At dawn,
the village women rose to pound rice, getting some work done before the
temperature became even more oppressive. I had an eerie feeling that the
guy with the machete—leading us up through the thick forest of spectacular
tropical hardwoods with ribbon-like fluted roots, some taller than a human—
was taking us to our demise. Or maybe I was headed there all on my own.
After several hours, we emerged above treeline and up the summit cone
where the 75-degree temperature atop the 6,200-foot peak seemed almost
arctic. After another hot night outside our hut, we pushed back down, avoiding fires set to ostensibly improve soil productivity, mitigating hyperthermia
by a swim at the sole river crossing. Back at the start, I think the chief was
impressed by our persistence, or maybe our luck. It felt like the latter when
a Peace Corps volunteer, Will, unexpectedly produced cold beers from a gaspowered fridge in a back corner of his hut. When we got back to Freetown,
my wife, Marte, suggested that maybe we should move overseas and live the
expat life.

Domboshawa Rock Dome, Zimbabwe: October 25, 1999
Memories of Africa, the images and smells, lose their edge over time. It had
been twelve years since Bintimani, so my excitement riding a taxi from the
airport, past colorfully dressed women with vegetables in baskets atop their
heads, should have been no surprise. Harare, Zimbabwe, was (at least back
then) a pretty, prosperous city with real sidewalks, parks, and other niceties.
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However settled I had become in New Hampshire, I had a notion, a kind
of itching thought, to move away from established comfort. I had suppressed
my wife’s earlier suggestion for a while but it had come back to the fore. It
was time for a new adventure, to expose my growing family to a different way
of life. I traveled to Zimbabwe for an interview to lead a U.S. government
project promoting democracy and supporting Zimbabwe’s parliament. It
was a quick visit, but I found time to escape to the countryside, an hour’s
taxi ride to a rock dome with ancient carvings. It was hardly a mountain—
I climbed to the top in street clothes—but it had a commanding view over
the harsh communal landscape where people scratched a living from dry
infertile soil.

Karisimbi, Rwanda: September 15, 2002
I didn’t get the Zimbabwe job, but a few weeks after the Twin Towers fell, I
was asked to come help Rwanda’s parliament. Our two boys were older then,
the timing not as good. And yet, the seed had been planted and wanted to
grow. In April 2002, we moved to Kigali, Rwanda, and Marte and the boys
stayed for four months before returning to the United States. For the first
time in more than 20 years, I was living alone, and I made the best of it by
exploring. Rwanda’s Virunga Mountains are among the most beautiful on the
continent, but they had been largely unclimbed since the 1994 genocide when
the deep forest provided cover for incursions by the killers who had fled to
nearby Democratic Republic of the Congo.
When national park officials reopened the trails, I took quick advantage—
first, with a day climb up 12,175-foot Mount Bisoke and its beautiful summit
crater lake. A week later, I was back to attempt the highest summit. Our first
day, we trekked five hours to the campsite, four of us muzungu (white people)
accompanied by the mandatory ranger guides and soldiers toting AK-47s.
Porters with cardboard boxes on their heads traversed the deep forest that is
home to rare mountain gorillas.
That night, we huddled around fires on the steep slopes; it was 40 degrees
and breezy, bone-chilling for the locals who knew nothing but the consistently warm temperatures of the lowlands. The next day, we joyfully ascended
to the rime-ice-covered summit of 14,787-foot Karisimbi, its dramatic view of
the 14,557-foot Mount Mikeno in nearby Congo.
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Mount Stanley, Uganda: August 4, 2003
I had long held a romantic urge to visit Uganda’s exotic Mountains of the
Moon and, living in nearby Rwanda, I now had the chance. I convinced my
longtime friends Ralph Baldwin and John Skirving, the latter a Peace Corps
Morocco buddy, to make the journey from Alaska and Seattle, respectively.
The trails on this nine-day trek were the toughest I have ever seen, with constant mud, wet rocks, and slippery roots and ladders. But the hardest part was
more emotional than physical, especially the cold twelve-hour nights when
I lay awake thinking about my family back in the United States. When I
was younger, I only wanted to be in the mountains, so hardships never
mattered. But in my 50s, on this long trip, I found myself struggling to stay
in the moment.
On the third day, we emerged from the endless, calf-deep Bigo Bog to the
magical, sun-drenched landscape of giant groundsel and lobelia, with Mount
Stanley (16,763 feet) glistening above. On the fourth day, we reached the
Stanley Plateau, with rock peaks sandwiched between the bright blue sky and
the white ice of the rapidly retreating glacier. One the fifth day, we summited,
and on the sixth, I led our required guide, a grizzled Ruwenzori veteran, up a
four-pitch rock climb, wondering about the strength of the groundsel plant
wedged in the crack that I used as an anchor.

Nyiragongo, Democratic Republic of Congo: October 18, 2003
DRC is a huge and sprawling country with a tumultuous history that included
forced slavery and prolonged warfare with 3 million deaths in the 1990s alone.
So when I heard of the January 2002 volcanic eruption that overran the city
of Goma, I thought about injustice. Why did these people, who had suffered
so much, have to deal with this now?
Goma is an amazing place to visit: roads built right over the lava and
rusted SUVs stick up out of the encrusted lava like works of art—yet people
seem oblivious to the destruction. They need to mainain focus on day-today survival.
Although still grumbling, 11,384-foot Nyiragongo is a worthy destination,
at least when both guerilla and volcanic activity is at bay, so I was really
looking forward to the climb, until I realized I had left my passport back in
Kigali. Sadly, I left my friends and took a crowded minivan the three hours
home, swerving far too fast around ubiquitous potholes, bicycles overloaded
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with sacks of charcoal, and women with babies on their backs and baskets of
vegetables atop their heads. That evening I made a call to my friends camped
near the top of Nyiragongo. They were drinking wine and listening to the
volcano rumble. Purple lava glowed in the darkness below the crater rim. Or
so they told me.

Bigogwe, Rwanda: May 23, 2004
Solitude is one of the great attractions of mountaineering, yet here we experienced none of it. Rwanda is the most densely populated country in Africa,
no region more so than in the verdant valley below the impressive dome of
Bigogwe, where many refugees had been resettled. We parked next to a small
genocide memorial, one of hundreds dotting the Rwanda countryside. My
companions, American Erin, Irishwoman Sive, and I quickly attracted an
entourage, mostly children, who crowded around as we hiked to the cliff.
I had wanted to climb this prominent Rwandan landmark for a long time
and was not disappointed. The six-pitch rock climb was excellent, despite
some scary runouts, including a potential 80-foot ground fall on the first
pitch. By the top, I was physically and emotionally exhausted.
Meanwhile, hundreds gathered to watch—enjoying, I suppose, a break
from the monotony of rural subsistence living. At the top, we were packed in
like sardines among local faces ten deep. The walk down in beautiful fading
light was short but tedious, my arthritic knees complaining as I concentrated
on avoiding stabbing the bare feet all around me with my trekking poles.

Jbel M’Goun, Morocco: May 2, 2005
I was back home in Morocco, where it all began, leading a United States
Agency for International Development (USAID) democracy project, with
weekend opportunities to revisit the mountain haunts of my youth. My son
Ben and I did one of my bucket list rock routes up the west-southwest ridge
of Mount Toubkal that included a scary rappel off a dubious block. I then
planned a visit to a more remote and new-to-me part of the Atlas Mountains
and convinced another of my Peace Corps Morocco buddies, Doug Burnell,
to come from New Hampshire for the five-day trek.
The highlight was a traverse of the Tessaout Gorge, including wading
through fast-moving water, climbing exposed rock to bypass waterfalls, and
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complex route-finding that left us wandering in the dark. The muleteers
carrying our camping gear, who had taken an easier trail, were seriously
worried then delighted to see us when we staggered into camp near midnight.
The next day we tried for the M’Goun summit (13,356 feet), the fourth highest
of the Atlas Mountains, but brutal winds turned us back before the summit.
A storm that night left us fighting our way back to the road in blowing,
drifting snow. An all-around classic adventure.

Mount Agou, Togo: September 28, 2008
In 2008 I was back in Africa, this time in Burkina Faso as the country director for the Peace Corps. A conference with fellow directors in nearby Lomé,
Togo, was a wonderful opportunity to eat some seafood and enjoy cool ocean
breezes (Burkina is landlocked). When the talking was over, I set off for
nearby Mount Agou, the highest in Togo and more impressive than its 3,234foot elevation would suggest.
A steep trail through lush vegetation bisected two large villages perched
high on the mountainside, where well-designed rock steps led past houses on
the steep terraced hillside back into dark forest. People in Sunday best walked
to church while I followed in much grubbier attire. After a glorious, steady
climb, the wooded top was a disappointment—a lightly guarded military
camp, but I talked my way in to visit the highest point.

Nahouri Peak, Burkina Faso: January 5, 2009
Burkina is mostly flat, with relatively minuscule topography, and it is often
too hot to even think about climbing. But I was living there, so I was going
to explore, and there is more to this landscape than first meets the eye. Sindou Peaks and the Domes of Fabedougou are impressive rock pinnacles, and
we did some rock climbing with family at the latter. Burkina’s high point,
Mount Tenakourou, at 2,277 feet, is a nine-hour drive from the capital of
Ouagadougou; sketchy roads with obscure route finding led to a remote
village where a local teacher led me on an anticlimactic twenty-minute hike
to the well-marked summit.
Much more impressive (and a mere two-hour drive from Ouaga) is
Nahouri Peak, which, despite its mere 1,407-foot height, is surrounded on all
sides by cliffs, sort of a mini-version of Wyoming’s Devils Tower. On a prior
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visit, I had found a scrambling route to the top, but this time my younger
son, Luke, was visiting, and I talked him into attempting a real rock climb.
We walked two hours through the semi-arid landscape, passing occasional
curious children on donkey carts. Four pitches of easy but pleasant rock were
followed by a very hot two-hour walk back to the car (hey! this is supposed to
be the “cold” season). Success, nonetheless!

Drakensberg Mountains, South Africa: November 2, 2009
After a Peace Corps conference in Johannesburg (where I celebrated my 60th
birthday), I invited colleague Hank Weiss to join me on a visit to Royal Natal
National Park—as beautiful a place as any I have visited, with majestically
located cabins and a superb network of hiking trails. I saw signs warning
of baboons and, sure enough, when I briefly left the cabin door open as we
packed the car for an early morning departure, one went in and stole our food!
We drove to a guarded car park dramatically perched on a steep
mountainside, but what started as a perfect day deteriorated into dense mist
for which these peaks on the Lesotho border are famous. I had hoped for
either an easy rock route or to persevere up one of the classic chain ladders to
a summit, but my less experienced friend was uncomfortable in the dense fog.
Alas, no summits, but we did a magnificent hike early the next morning into
a deep gorge, the high peaks visible above against a perfect blue sky.

Bandiagara Escarpment, Mali: December 28, 2009
Dogon country (Mali’s central plateau region, where the Dogon people live)
has to be one of the most interesting places on this earth, offering world-class
trekking where culture and nature intersect in a powerful way. Its heart is the
Bandiagara Escarpment, a 100-mile-long sandstone cliff with villages scattered along its top and bottom, and ancient Tellem houses perched on tiny
ledges on the sheer 300-foot face.
I loved passing farmers working their small fields by hand, women pounding millet, old men gathered in the low-roofed meeting places, the lively and
colorful markets, women carrying large pots on their heads as they negotiated
ladders and narrow ledges. Navigating the impressive escarpment, I marveled
at the ladders carved from logs, airy ledges, rock clefts, spectacular rock formations, and even caves.
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The rock pinnacles of the Sindou Peaks in Burkina Faso.

DOUGLASS TESCHNER

The searing heat required crack-of-dawn starts and four-hour midday
layovers in the primitive huts in nearly every village. The late-afternoon
light was stunning. While I prefer going guideless and finding my own
way on any trip, this is one place where language, culture, and unmarked
trails necessitate a guide, and Oumar Guindo evolved into a special friend
and partner.
On my first trip, I quickly realized how much this place touched my
soul, and I came back three more times over the next two years from nearby
Burkina Faso, trekking a total of 155 miles (250 kilometers). The last trip was
special because my whole family went, too, and we even arranged to rendezvous with two other groups of family and friends in a little village called
Yaba-Talu.
Our last full day, Oumar proposed an afternoon hike to visit Abraham
Kene, who strummed a guitar made from a cooking oil can while his vivacious wife watered the flowers and cooked on a nearby stone fire. The trail
to his place led into a massive rock cleft and up a ladder which then doubled
back on a steep ledge. It doubled back again along an open spine of rock with
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Dogon women gathering wood in Mali, a place Doug Teschner loved so much he
returned there three times. DOUGLASS TESCHNER

spectacular drop-offs on both sides. Atop the spine, the trail turned left, crossing the original deep cleft via crude ladders to easier ground.
From there, it was several miles along the beautiful cliff top, passing several
villages, to Abraham’s place. When I said that this would be my last trip to the
escarpments for a while, Abraham smiled and gave me a classic Dogon hat.
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We took an easier route back along the cliff base in the dark. The moisture on
my cheeks was more than just sweat.

Nouakchott, Mauritania: May 4, 2014
There are mountains in this desert country, but they lie in the interior, where
members of Al Qaeda sometimes roam, so I took a pass. But I was more than
happy when my son Luke, now a teacher at the TLC International School, led
me to some magnificent dunes a mere 30-minute walk from his apartment.
(Although both of my sons had struggled when uprooted from New Hampshire to Rwanda in 2002, they both later went back to Africa for jobs.)
I previously had visited Sahara dunes in both Morocco and Burkina Faso,
and they are always special—these Nouakchott ones uniquely so, given their
proximity to a city of nearly 1 million. We made four late-afternoon outings
there and always saw men in their flowing boubous wandering about, feeling,
as we thought they must, a strong connection to the past. One time Luke
and I picked what seemed to be the highest dune in the vicinity and called it
our summit, sliding down the side in a mini-avalanche of rose-colored sand
further enhanced by the beautiful pre-sunset light.
My last day, some locals called us to the top of a dune where they were
trying to dig out a stuck SUV without much apparent success. Each shovelful
removed was quickly replaced, as walls of fine sand caved in around the tires.
Our efforts at pushing did little to budge the car. They weren’t worried and
seemed happy to be there in that special place. A wonderful banter ensued,
along with photographs, including shots of me in one of their boubous.
Eventually Luke and I headed back in the golden light, our footprints from a
few moments earlier filled in by the rippling wind. Absolutely magic.

Kgale Hill, Botswana: May 29, 2014
In a country not known for mountains, I spied an interesting mini-peak not
far from the hotel in Gaborone hosting the Peace Corps country director conference. I learned that this was Kgale, elevation of 1,287 meters (4,222 feet),
named in Setswana as “the Place That Dried Up,” a.k.a. “The Sleeping Giant.”
Intrigued, I recruited some colleagues for a dawn ascent.
First light in the parking lot showed us we were not alone, as Kgale seems
popular with urban Gaboronians. A nice trail climbed steeply as the magic
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The author takes a break from the stresses of teaching the public about the Ebola virus,
on a hike in the Fouta Djallon, Guinea. Douglass Teschner's Collection
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light of sunrise rose over the arid plains spread out below. The last part was
scrambling up rocks past thorn bushes. An easier, if longer, way led us back
down for a mandatory group photo.

Smoking Dog, Guinea: November 1, 2015
Adventure has many meanings, and on this particular day, it seemed to call
for a simple one. I left my home in the city of Conakry, Guinea’s capital,
to drive an hour or so to the base of this small peak, Smoking Dog, for a
simple day hike. Yet climbing this mountain, like many I have climbed on
the African continent, involved so much more than the climb itself. There
was the driving to get there. We barely surpassed 20 mph in dense traffic,
avoiding charcoal-loaded minivans, motorcycles, and taxis passing on both
the left and right.
Then there was the human interaction. I knew this hike would pass
through a cluster of mud huts where I would communicate with a smile and
a few words of Soussou, and where a desperately poor but graciously friendly
woman once gave me a cucumber from her mountainside plot.
I have worked all over this continent for the challenge of building capacity for future generations. And to venture out to wild places has been a
special gift.
The usual heart-pumping hike to the top left my clothes drenched in
sweat. I sat on the rocky top. I knew that somewhere out there Ebola was
still lurking, amid denial and equally irrational fears of Westerners that we
will somehow become infected. What I chose to see instead is a succession of
beautiful green peaks and cliffs that reached back into the interior where my
staff had been working gallantly to educate everyone about the disease.
Human nature sends conflicting messages about travels to uncharted
territory. On the one hand, there is the powerful urge to stay close to the
well-lit comfort of the known. On the other hand is the desire to explore, to
suppress ever-present fear and go as far as one can: “to suck out all the marrow
of life,” as Thoreau wrote, despite uncertainty of the outcome. Whether for
reasons of genetics, upbringing, or simply by the grace of God, I landed in this
second camp.
I often quote Edith Wharton, “Life is always a tightrope or a feather bed.
Give me the tightrope,” reminding my Peace Corps volunteers that they chose
to come to Africa, that frustrations and difficult times need to be embraced
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as part of the experience. As one of them wrote: “This road may not be silky
smooth, but it can be more beautiful and fulfilling than you could ever imagine. Having the opportunity to come serve in a place like Guinea is really one
of the sweetest gifts that you may never fully understand.”

Douglass Teschner of Pike, New Hampshire is a longtime Appalachian Mountain
Club member whose many contributions to this journal go back to “Percy Adventure” in June 1969. He is currently living in Conakry, Guinea, where he serves as the
Peace Corps country director.
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The Nisqually Delta
spreads for miles. Along a shaggy stream
red maples, salal and broom sedge
thicken. A doe savors sweetness of still-green
leaves, fruit of blackberry vines that bend
among bracken. A boardwalk navigates
hikers across low tidal flats where the waterway
opens to a heron’s cautious prints embossing
the morning sand. The poised bird stares
at its reflection, awaits the quick splash,
the flapping tail when the yellow beak stabs.
In the distance, along shallow inlets, egrets
wear patience like a promise.
Overhead a whirling dervish of swallows
circles and sweeps. Clouds set a blue
table of random striations, a feast in their chaotic
wild. Still further along the boardwalk,
receding water oozes colored stones,
empty clamshells. Lacy leaf scraps overlay
moss-covered reeds, bramble rags.
Intangible gift of touches, miles
of surface treasures teased out in this vast
and Lilliputian leeway of the world.
Kay Mullen

Kay Mullen’s work has appeared in a variety of poetry journals and anthologies.
She has received the William Stafford Award from Washington State Poets in 2002
and has authored three full-length poetry collections: Let Morning Begin (Caritas
Communications, 2001), A Long Remembering: Return to Vietnam (Foothills
Publishing, 2006), and her latest, Even the Stones (Caritas Communications, 2012).
She lives and teaches in Tacoma, Washington.
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Accidents
Analysis from the White Mountains of
New Hampshire and occasionally elsewhere

W

here, many wondered as January 2016 morphed into
February and then into March, is our winter? We fingered the usual
culprits—climate change, El Niño, political clowns—and waited still for
snow. It arrived in fits and starts, but rain soon followed, and so, when it
was cold, we got ice, and when it warmed, we got . . . meh. What all this
meant for mountain wanderers was thin snow and a slippery season, and
when people slipped and fell, those who went out to help had to be careful of
their footing. And as our non-winter lengthened, professional and volunteer
rescuers went out quite often.
Behind and beneath many of the callouts lay the mix of ice and an
appearance of easy walking brought on by the sight of open ground. Deep
snow and unrelenting cold offer evident warnings, and so those of us going
to the mountains layer on caution during a big winter. But open ground
and water excite some who might usually stay inside or wait for spring.
A greater number of casual 2016 winter climbers may have explored the hills
than during the thicker winter of 2015. During such a winter as this was,
surprise sometimes waits just around a trail’s bend, where persistent shadows
can mean entering a very different thermal world and season: spring on the
sun slope, thick winter ice in the shade. In this report, we will spend some
time on the surfaces of that shade.

We’re Fine
On November 1, 2015, William G., age 56, and his son, William G. Jr., age
26, set off from the Liberty Trail parking lot to climb Mount Chocorua. Their
plan included the ascent of Chocorua, a night out, and then a climb of nearby
Mount Paugus. On November 2, as they climbed Paugus, the pair lost the
trail, and, after repeated attempts to reorient themselves, they settled in for an
extra night out. Because they had no cell phone reception, they were unable
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to contact anyone for assistance or to notify family that they would not return
as expected on November 2. On the evening of November 2, the family called
to report them missing, and New Hampshire Fish and Game checked the
trailhead parking lot, where they found the pair’s car. NHFG officers decided
that, in the absence of any other signs of emergency, they would begin their
search the next morning.
On November 3, NHFG officers and U.S. Forest Service personnel again
checked the various trailheads and then began to organize their search;
NHFG also asked for the help of a New Hampshire Army National Guard
helicopter. The helicopter began its search of the Paugus area at 1:35 p.m., and
at 2:00 and 2:30 p.m., two “hasty-teams” of NHFG conservation officers set
off to search trails.
Meanwhile, the father and son found the Beeline Trail and worked
their way back to their car, emerging from the woods in good shape at around
2:40 p.m. The weather for November 2 and 3 on nearby Mount Washington
was typical of late fall—temperatures briefly kissing 32 degrees Fahrenheit,
winds averaging in the moderate 40s.
Comment: There was no drama in this incident, unless you count the
sudden appearance of a helicopter overhead, but I include this episode as an
example of our modern search-and-rescue paradigm. William and his son got
turned around and tried to call out to alert folks, but their cell phones could
get no signal. The weather was relatively benign, and both men had overnight
gear; their decision to stay put and try again in the morning was a good
one. The family expected father and son home on the night of November 2;
family members called them in as late. NHFG officers checked the parking
lot, found the car, and figured the pair was still out in the area; they decided
sensibly to wait for daylight. But then, as November 3 wore on, the search
jumped to helicopter, which is big tech.
Each party’s response to the moment makes sense, and yet, given modern
communications and resultant expectations, one notices how quickly a simple mistake ramifies into a significant effort. Response seems ever faster (we—
society—seem to demand it), even as walking one’s way out of being lost still
happens step by slow step. It also seems likely that, as they found the trail and
hiked out on November 3, William and William Jr. crossed into areas where
they could get phone reception; if so, they should have anticipated someone
might be looking for them and called in to say they were fine and headed out.
Added note: it won’t be long before such a search gets conducted partially
by drones, when weather lets them fly and see.
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One Fine K-9
An overnight search for a 16-year-old boy in Rindge, New Hampshire, on
November 5, 2015, ended happily at 1 p.m. the next day, when a New England
K-9 Search and Rescue dog named Jackson followed the boy’s scent to the
shores of Island Pond then plunged in and swam more than 100 yards to an
island. There, Jackson found the boy, swam back to alert his handler, and then
swam back to the island to be with the boy.
NHFG officers followed in a canoe and brought the boy back across the
water and then to his nearby school. Officers later ascertained that the boy
had reached the island by canoe.
Comment: Love the canine nose; there are few finer instruments.

The Season Begins in Earnest
On November 9, 2015, Andy N., age 25, of Billerica, Massachusetts, set
out to climb Mount Washington. The weather on the summit was good:
sunny, temps in the 20s, winds averaging in the 40s. Andy’s plan included a
descent via the Cog Railway, but when he reached the top, some fellow hikers
informed him that the railway wasn’t running that day and that his best bet
was to descend by the Nelson Crag Trail.
Uncertain of that trail’s location, Andy began to follow two hikers down
the summit cone, but he had trouble keeping up, and the hikers vanished
from sight. Not long after, as daylight waned, Andy consulted the map he
had bought at Pinkham Notch Visitor Center that day and decided to try to
go down the more direct Huntington Ravine Trail. He soon found himself
in very steep terrain, and he had to sit and work his way down on his butt.
Arriving at a place where he could go neither up nor down, Andy’s fatigue
caught up with him, and he began to cramp. Worried about his location and
condition, Andy called 911.
NHFG Sergeant Mark Ober and Mount Washington State Park’s director (and Androscoggin Valley Search and Rescue member) Mike Pelchat
responded, reaching Andy around 4 p.m. There, they rigged Andy with a
safety rope and led him up to the auto road, where he was transported down
the mountain.
Comment: In this incident, the mistakes were many. An inexperienced,
underprepared solo hiker counts on being delivered by the railway; he goes
up without experience in reading the terrain; he blunders into his descent,
at first an impulsive but seemingly silent following of others; then he reads
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Mark Ober, a New Hampshire Fish and Game conservation officer, retrieves a hiker in
trouble from Huntington Ravine below Mount Washington. NEW HAMPSHIRE FISH AND GAME

part of a just-purchased map and enters dangerous terrain without knowing
it until he gets stuck.
What draws the eye is the efficiency of the rescue. Mount Washington, for
all its justly fearsome reputation, is also surrounded, even at times topped,
by rescuers, and, when weather allows (a vital caveat), they can arrive before
such an incident gears up to large scale. That’s not a capability to count on,
clearly, but the mountain’s densities of development and population also
clearly influence people’s decisions to try this peak.
It seems appropriate that NHFG recommended Andy be charged for
his rescue. The reported mission cost was $1,054.80, which doesn’t include
Pelchat’s volunteer time.

Working the Phones
On November 28, 2015, NHFG officers assessed and assisted two parties
by phone. The first was a party of four: John S., his girlfriend and father
(whose names were not reported), and John’s stepmother, Emily S. (The ages
of the hikers were not available.) They climbed Mount Madison and split
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into twosomes to descend. But darkness fell, and John and his girlfriend had
not arrived at the parking area. His parents called 911 from the lot; they had
spotty radio contact with their companions and, using their descriptions and
information from another hiker, they thought the two were on the Pine Link
Trail without lights.
NHFG officers consulted with Emily via phone, advising her and her
husband to climb to meet the pair on the Pine Link Trail with lights and
help them down. Emily and husband followed this plan, and the four hikers
emerged at the parking lot at 8:30 p.m.
While this incident was unfolding, NHFG also received a call at 5:35 p.m.,
this one from a party of climbers in Huntington Ravine. They had come to
the aid of David F., age 37, who had fallen near Pinnacle Gully and hurt his
leg. Over the phone with NHFG officers, the climbers decided that they
would work to bring David down, but several hours of work advanced him
only a short distance. NHFG officers and Appalachian Mountain Club volunteers then responded, using an all-terrain vehicle to get near David, then
hiking over the remaining distance with a litter. They reached David a quarter
of a mile above the Harvard Cabin, and they and the climbers carried him to
the ATV, which brought him down to Pinkham Notch.
Comment: These coincident calls remind us that difficulty seldom arrives
when convenient. That both parties could be guided via phone helped
immensely, as did the two parties’ carrying gear that meant they were safe
in the moment. Phone contact helped the second party try for a self-rescue;
when that seemed impossible, then rescuers went to their aid. That attempt
and the delay in deploying rescuers both are admirable. Incidents will happen; even prepared hikers will forget their lights, and one hopes that rescuers
will meet similarly prepared groups when they go out to help.

A SPOT of Trouble
At 1:37 p.m. on December 22, 2015, a call alerted NHFG that Christopher
W., age 54, had pressed the button on his SPOT personal locator beacon. The
device’s coordinates placed Christopher about a half-mile above Franconia
Falls, in the Pemigewasset Wilderness. NHFG called Christopher’s family
and learned of his plans for a two-day hike with the aim of climbing Owl’s
Head. The weather was rainy, with temperatures in the 30s.
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Two conservation officers drove ATVs from the Lincoln Woods parking
area as far as Franconia Brook Trail. From there, they hiked about a mile
farther to the coordinates, where they found Christopher at 4:15 p.m.
Christopher was mildly hypothermic and said he had become disoriented
after he encountered rising waters at the crossing of Franconia Brook on his
way back from climbing Owl’s Head. He had taken this off-trail route on
the advice of another hiker he had encountered the day before, thinking that
bushwhacking would be safer than crossing the brook.
He had spent the first night in his tent, then gone on to climb Owl’s
Head on December 22. Chilled by persistent rain during that climb and his
wanderings after it, Christopher had set up his tent and tried to warm himself
in his sleeping bag. Because he hadn’t succeeded and felt in danger, he sent
out the alarm via his beacon. Responding officers found that Christopher was
carrying appropriate gear for his hike. They warmed him and walked him to
the ATVs, then drove back to Lincoln Woods, arriving around 6 p.m.
Comment: Staying warm when it’s wet takes more than gear. It takes
practice and a keen sense of how hypothermia can infiltrate one’s body and
mind. Even experienced all-season hikers can encounter trouble when water
and cold combine. Such skills as kindling a fire in the rain, preparing hot
drinks on a stove in the rain, and warming oneself when wet are essentials if
one would climb in cold rain. Christopher’s attempt to warm himself in his
sleeping bag seems the extent of his preparedness, and, when that failed, he
had no backup plan.
Christopher was out in classic hypothermia weather, and, to his credit,
he recognized troubling symptoms and his inability to deal with them
and called for help. Why he had persisted in his hike during such weather
is another question, however. NHFG’s supervising officer wrote that he
believed Christopher had summoned rescue before he needed it. But the
officer also must have judged the call within sensible limits, because he did
not recommend charging Christopher for the cost of the rescue, as New
Hampshire law empowers the agency to do.

That Ridge
The Franconia Ridge joins the Presidential Range as the most exposed terrain
in the White Mountains. Though narrow (compared with the sprawling alpine
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zone in the Presidentials), the stretch above treeline from Little Haystack to
beyond Mount Lafayette offers little shelter and no easy escape routes. Still,
the group of five hikers who approached that ridge on a very cold February
13, 2016, felt little concern. They were all experienced, carrying sufficient gear,
and they had completed many circuits of the Falling Waters–Old Bridle Path
loop. The group divided into a pair—Dimitri S. and Sergeoi V.—and a trio—
Ilya K., Ekaterina V., and Maxim Raykin, age 65, an experienced hiker well
known to the Boston Chapter of the Appalachian Mountain Club. (The ages
of the others were not recorded in the report.) Dimitri and Sergeoi planned to
climb the Old Bridle Path and the other three planned to ascend the Falling
Waters Trail. They planned to meet in the middle of the day along the ridge
above.
Around 11 a.m., however, Maxim, a climber and mountaineer of note,
collapsed just north of the summit of Little Haystack. Low batteries kept his
companions from calling for help initially, but they did get a broken message
via radio to their friends on the Old Bridle Path. Dimitri and Sergeoi decided
to backtrack and climb to their friends via the Falling Waters Trail to see if
they could help. Up high, Ilya and Ekaterina tried unsuccessfully to revive
Maxim. The intense cold and high winds persuaded Ilya and Ekaterina to
begin moving him to a more sheltered section of the trail, and they rigged a
harness that enabled them to begin to drag Maxim down off the ridge.
Meanwhile, at a little after 1 p.m., Dimitri and Sergeoi got a voicemail
from Ilya and Ekaterina saying that Maxim hadn’t responded to their efforts
and that they needed help. Dimitri called for help at 1:17 p.m. NHFG’s Lieutenant James Kneeland contacted Dimitri and Sergeoi and asked them to call
him when they reached Maxim and his party, and he said he would have help
on the way.
At 2:10 p.m., Dimitri and Sergeoi called Kneeland saying that they had
reached Maxim and their friends, that Maxim was dead, and that they were
bringing him down the mountain. At that point, they had reached Cloudland
Falls and were continuing down. The group was met near the bottom by the
caretaker from the University of New Hampshire Outing Club cabin, who
provided them with a litter and sled for the last section of the descent. They
arrived at the trailhead at 3:30 p.m.
Comment: Maxim was working well within his experience when he died.
It seems simply that his body quit at that time. Whether he had premonitions
of trouble or not is unknown; as noted in prior columns, that conversation
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with self often precedes a climber’s foray into the mountains, but it passes
unknown to others.
Maxim’s friends’ efforts on his behalf were extraordinary. Dimitri and
Sergeoi moved to help with speed, covering difficult trail mileage to reach
Maxim very quickly. Similarly, Maxim’s immediate companions, Ilya and
Ekaterina, first went to his aid and then worked remarkably to get him down
from the ridge. That the group was off the mountain by 3:30 p.m.with only a
bit of assistance over the last few tenths of a mile is amazing.
Maxim’s friend Mark Thompson wrote a remembrance of him, which the
AMC Boston Chapter published as “Maximal Memories” in its newsletter.
See http://bit.ly/2cty8ky. It makes clear the depth of Maxim’s experience in
and affection for the mountains.

Anyone Can Fall
Early on the morning of February 28, 2016, two hikers near treeline on the
Castle Ravine Trail came upon a man’s body lying in the path. The hikers
checked for a pulse but found the man already frozen, so any thoughts of
rescue turned to the mystery of how this man had gotten here and who he
was. The hikers couldn’t get reception for their phone, and they started down
to find help. They met an ascending hiker, whose phone did work; the three
called in at 11:22 a.m.
NHFG conservation officers and volunteers from Androscoggin Valley
Search and Rescue (AVSAR), Mountain Rescue Service, and Pemigewasset
Valley Search and Rescue responded in teams coming from two directions.
The first team took the Lowe’s Path up, and the second rode in a Snow Cat
to Mount Washington’s summit and then crossed the ridgeline on foot; both
groups arrived at around 6 p.m., and both included conservation officers, who
conducted an investigation of the scene and the body. Darkness forced the
teams to search for a while before they found the dead man. He carried no
identification.
Finding nothing suspicious, the teams began a recovery, carrying the
man back down the Castle Ravine Trail, a rugged carryout staged by various
volunteer groups that responded and met the recovery party at different
points as it descended. Later that day, officers determined that the dead
man was an experienced guide named Timothy Hallock, age 54, of Orient,
New York.
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Comment: All hiking deaths raise questions, but as a profile of Hallock
emerged, this incident turned into a real head-scratcher. He was a deeply
experienced hiker and climber who also ran a service, Northeast Mountain
Guides. He knew where he was and the weather this area can yield, and as
NHFG inventory confirmed, he was well equipped. How, many wondered,
had he ended up dead in mountains and conditions he knew well?
His body lay ten feet from a sheltered area behind a large boulder, where
he had placed neatly these items: a trekking pole, an ice ax, a pair of blue mittens, and a Ziploc bag of oats. Timothy was wearing his backpack and helmet,
which had slipped down over his face.
Such positioning and order suggest a sudden medical emergency of the
sort that simply undoes life or sets the stage for cold to do so in the aftermath.
The New Hampshire state medical examiner said the cause of Hallock’s death
was hypothermia, but, given that he also had new rib fractures, it seems likely
that he had fallen earlier. Searchers found his water bottle in a small bowl
above the place where he died. Whether some underlying cause contributed
to that fall and the emergency at the scene of his death was not made public.
It is clear that at such a moment, preparation can be overwhelmed, and whatever he was thinking is beyond our reach.
This incident does raise the long-prodded question of solo hiking.
Although a friend or friends, even those with deep medical training, can’t
ensure a hiker’s or climber’s surviving a medical emergency, a companion may
offer a chance unavailable when that hiker or climber is alone. It is simply
true that solo hiking or climbing ups the risk ante, especially in winter or
shoulder-season weather that mimics it. When I go out alone in cold weather,
I accept that risk, and I’m certain that, given his long experience in winter
mountains, Timothy Hallock did so, too.

When a Loop Isn’t
On February 26, 2016, at 11:30 a.m., Mark I., age 31, set out alone from the
AMC’s Cardigan Lodge to climb Mount Cardigan, then loop over nearby
Firescrew Mountain and back down to the lodge. Early that afternoon, while
descending the north side of Cardigan, Mark slipped and fell, injuring his
leg; he called 911 for help, saying that he was unable to walk. Temperatures
were falling through the 20s, and the winds were in the 20- to 30-mph range.
NHFG Lieutenant James Kneeland called Mark and learned that he
carried no extra clothing and was beginning to feel cold. Kneeland set a
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rescue in motion, contacting the Upper Valley Wilderness Response Team
and the Canaan Fire Department. By 3:30 p.m, Kneeland was at the West
Ridge trailhead, and the first rescuers were on their way up. Meanwhile, some
passing hikers had discovered Mark and helped him back to the summit,
which is closer to the West Ridge Trail. Rescuers met him there at 4:45 p.m.
Mark was then packaged in a litter and carried the 1.5 miles to the trailhead.
Comment: Cardigan is a littler mountain to the south of the Whites’ larger
peaks, and so it may not seem as serious a challenge as its northern brethren.
And the Cardigan–Firescrew loop is a common six-mile amble circuited by all
manner of people and dogs. But the bare summit of Cardigan has sharp drops
on the north and east sides, and where scrub climbs its crevices, ice often lies
waiting. Its exposed terrain, with weather worthy of the high peaks to the
north, shouldn’t be taken lightly. That Mark was unprepared for his hike is
obvious and needs little discussion. In winter, we dress for the season and
carry enough gear to survive a night out. I include this incident as a reminder
that a relatively low mountain is not easy or risk free. Consider also the effort
it takes to carry a 225-pound person down even an “easy” trail for 1.5 miles.
More than twenty rescuers took part in bringing Mark down from Cardigan.

Slippage—Two Long Slides
As I noted in this column’s introduction, sparse snow and recurrent rains in
the winter and spring of 2015–16 made for slippery trails in the high Whites.
While most of us were scuffing leaves in the lowlands, climbers and skiers
contended with rock-pocked ice and hard snow when they went up. That was
especially true in and on Mount Washington, which is a springtime people
magnet. The following two incidents, both occurring on March 13, 2016,
are drawn, in part, from the lucid, essential website of the USFS’s Mount
Washington Avalanche Center.
On that day, backcountry skier and filmmaker Jon M. and his friend
Arthur W. (whose ages were not reported), arrived at Mount Washington
for some end-of-season skiing and filming. They took a couple of pleasurable
runs in the Gulf of Slides, then decided to cross over for a day-ending run
on Hillman’s Highway. Early sunshine had softened the hard snow that day,
but by the time Jon and five others in a makeshift group gathered atop Hillman’s, afternoon shadows had crept onto some of the 2,000-foot drop. The
six experienced skiers discussed the route at some length, deciding finally that
it could be skied, even as they knew parts of its surface would have iced over.
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As they talked, three climbers emerged from the gully, one on crampons,
the other two on snowshoes. Their appearance helped the skiers decide in favor
of skiing the gully, although later, one of the skiing party recalled that the
frightened looks on the climbers’ faces should have given them pause. (Those
three climbers later became the day’s second rescue on the summit cone.)
The first group of skiers descended without incident. The second in that
group, Jon, fell at a little after 3 p.m. near the top of the route, and on the slick
surface, he couldn’t arrest his fall, which took him over a battering of rocks
and ice nearly to the bottom of the chute. When his companions reached
him, it was clear that he had serious injuries; they secured him so he wouldn’t
slide any farther and went for help, which, luckily, was only a quarter-mile
away at the USFS Hermit Lake station.
Snow rangers and Mount Washington Volunteer Ski Patrol rescuers
reached and assessed Jon 30 minutes later, stabilized him as best they could,
supplied oxygen, and deeming his injuries life-threatening, called for a
Dartmouth-Hitchcock Advanced Response Team helicopter. The helicopter
arrived just after 5 p.m. and airlifted Jon to Dartmouth-Hitchcock Hospital
with a speed that likely saved his life.
At 5:16 p.m., the Gorham Police received a distress call from hikers near
the summit of Washington, where one of the group had lost control of a
glissade and now reported a broken femur. At 5:45 p.m, a snow ranger and
AMC’s Hermit Lake caretaker left to help, climbing quickly up the Lion
Head summer trail to near the Alpine Garden junction, where they found
the hikers. At a little after 7 p.m., the DHART helicopter arrived, but the
rough terrain made it impossible to get the injured hiker to a landing zone
without a litter, and the helicopter (adhering to flight regulations) had to leave
at 7:40 p.m. without him. More rescuers arrived with a litter, and, after
further consultation, another helicopter was dispatched. It touched down at
9:14 p.m., just after rescuers had reached the landing zone with the injured
hiker. At 9:26 p.m., the helicopter flew off to Dartmouth-Hitchcock Hospital.
Of particular note: the weather that day was clear and calm, allowing both
evacuations via air.
Jon M. was in intensive care, and Arthur W. helped raise more than
$57,000 for Jon’s family (he is married and has two young children) through
GoFundMe.
Comment: The USFS snow rangers’ comprehensive analysis of conditions
and both accidents is worth reading at bit.ly/2cmpYvA.
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These two incidents are joined both by date and their out-of-control slides;
that they happened to parties on two ends of the experience spectrum adds
to their value as lessons. Jon, the skier who fell on Hillman’s, was an expert,
while the hikers who intersected briefly with the skiers showed themselves
as novices.
Spring skiing and climbing can be wildly various on the east-facing slopes
of Mount Washington. Both the angle of the slopes and the rising angle of the
March sun can heat surfaces to create the happiness of corn snow (a granular, soft snow such that even a fall in steep terrain doesn’t send the skier or
climber sliding away). It can grow so hot in said sun as to make people climb
in their scantiest clothing. And then, as the sun shifts west and shadows slide
across facets of the ravine, the snow can harden quickly, becoming a surface
that only the sharpest edges or spikes can hold on; then the margin of safety
becomes the barest edge.
Jon and Arthur had found corn snow during their time in the Gulf of
Slides, and they climbed over to Hillman’s hoping for a last run. From the top
and with some reconnaissance, they knew the corn was gone and that hard
surface had taken over. Still, they thought they could manage that surface.
So their decision to attempt it was a calculated one, similar to those many
make in the mountains. The hard nature of the route during last year’s
exposed rocks and ice made their decision riskier; in retrospect, that and the
three frightened hikers should have tipped them away from skiing and toward
walking down on crampons. Being accomplished isn’t always a guard against
miscalculation, and, actually, being expert can often nudge toward it.
Here’s a link to Jon’s fall as recorded by a GoPro camera: bit.ly/2cfEljG.
The hikers atop Washington made a plethora of errors: they were up high
too late; they were under-equipped; they opted for the shortcut of a speedy
descent when tired. On the hardening snow of late afternoon, they decided
to glissade from the summit, and one of them lost control, precipitating his
accident. Perhaps their having made it up Hillman’s had inflated their confidence—“If we can do that, we can surely handle the lower angles on the
cone”—but once the climber’s slide got out of control, he was subject to the
same battering from ice and rock that hurt Jon. The snow rangers’ analysis
pointed out that the threesome had already climbed beyond safety when they
topped Hillman’s. Any route down the mountain (save the auto road) would
have been beyond the equipment they had. Only one had crampons, and
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even clawed, modern snowshoes are unreliable on steep descents. Had they
not run into trouble on the cone, it’s likely they’d have found it lower down.
We are, in many ways, built to climb into trouble and poorly designed to
climb down from it.
In both incidents, the snow rangers offer a final point: rescuers arrived
to find that neither group had been able to stabilize the injuries of the fallen
because they lacked medical training. Had not such emergency medical help
been nearby (only a quarter-mile away for the seriously injured Jon), the
results likely would have been different. Whether each of us chooses to get
such training should be an active question as we plan our adventures.
New Hampshire climber and SAR volunteer Marc Chauvin offered further commentary about this accident on his Facebook page. He asked larger
questions about how society might want to address the certainty of accidents
in our backcountry. Here’s an excerpt from that post:
In the current paradigm of mountain rescue in the USA things went really
well. What our community needs to discuss is the availability of helicopter rescue with lift capability and a trained crew in mountain rescue. This
exists in every other advanced mountainous country and in some developing
countries. We expect and get a respectful analysis of accidents but shouldn’t
we also get a respectful analysis of the SAR response? It’s time for the
mountain community to consider if we are underserved. What would have
been the capability of the response had these injuries happened out at sea? If
it would have been done with better machinery and with a higher standard of
training? Is that appropriate?

Avalanche Warnings in Translation
The Mount Washington Avalanche Center’s postings have two new features
that address long-standing problems and respond directly to earlier comments
in this column.
Opening the page brings a reader directly to the graphic of the day’s
avalanche rating, and the ever-controversial Moderate rating now has a yellow
background and a bold, black exclamation point that looks back at the reader.
The risks of the rating seem clearer, even as its meaning—natural avalanches
unlikely; human-triggered ones possible—is unchanged.
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The color scheme of the five ratings uses the familiar bright colors. The
low-danger rating, which is green, is the only one that includes a check mark,
meaning that it’s safe to go ahead.
Beneath the Danger Scale lies a feature that allows French speakers to
read about Echelle de danger en francais. That, given the popularity of Mount
Washington and its environs with our Quebecois neighbors, is an excellent
development. Above is a screenshot of the French version.
C’est bon.

Cold Water, Quick Fingers
On April 3, 2016, a call from two hikers, Evan S. and an unnamed friend,
on the Chandler Brook Trail on the northeast slope of Mount Washington
brought a combination of volunteers and conservation officers out on a chilly,
snowy day for a rescue. At a little before noon, Evan, age 25, called for help
after he and his dog slipped from a log crossing the brook and fell in. Evan
felt cold and worried about hypothermia. AVSAR and Mount Washington
State Park staffers responded first, followed by NHFG conservation officers.
The rescue was complicated by icy trail conditions that typified the 2016
early spring season in the Whites. By 3 p.m., the volunteers, led by AVSAR
veteran Mike Pelchat, had reached the two hikers, but they considered
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climbing back up the Chandler Brook Trail too difficult and opted first for
the Madison Trail and then for the Great Gulf Trail as a way out. The group
arrived at the trailhead at around 6 p.m. Evan and his friend were carrying
adequate gear for the season and weather.
Comment: The call following the slip and fall into the brook smacks
of impulse. Yes, it’s a shock to be suddenly wet with near-freezing water in
20-degree temperatures, but if one is carrying enough gear, changing clothes
and rewarming are routine tasks necessary for any cold-season hiking. Evan
said he warmed up quickly once he changed into dry socks and got moving.
This suggests that the two hikers could have effected Evan’s rescue on their
own or at least tried for some time before pressing his phone keys for help.
Conservation officer Eric Fluette’s official report notes this near the end.

Ice Lasts
An April 24 press release from NHFG reminded us that, although winter
had been an el nono, spring ice remained and hikers were finding it with
regularity.
An 8 a.m. call to NHFG asked for help for a hypothermic hiker near
Shining Rock on the Falling Waters Trail. Nick F., age 23, and Laura S., age 24,
had encountered trouble in their descent and spent the night in that location
without adequate gear. The Pemigewasset Valley Search and Rescue Team
happened to be training in the area, and they responded, reaching the pair
and warming them with hot drinks and clothing, and providing them with
microspikes for the descent. The group walked out to the trailhead at 11:30 a.m.
A 2 p.m. call came into NHFG from the Garfield Ridge Trail. James G.
(whose age was not reported) had slipped an estimated 40 feet down a trail the
previous day, injuring his leg. With a friend and equipped for an overnight,
he hoped to self-rescue the next day, but the pair decided they needed assistance and pressed their personal locator beacon, summoning help. NHFG
responded, met the hikers, and helped them to the trailhead.
Comment: As is often true, the shoulder season is one of great variability,
offering everything from sun-warmed rock to tough old ice. Such variability
asks for imagination and planning before heading out and while on trail;
microspikes and running shoes should often nest in the same pack. Also,
shoulder-season hikers should wait for ice-free trails if they are not equipped
with gear and technique to manage lingering ice. Such ice often stays on in
steep, shady places, where a fall can have real consequences.
—Sandy Stott
Accidents Editor
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Incident at the Lakes of the Clouds
In a mountain hostel at evenfall
one summer fifty years ago and more,
hikers at dinner heard an engine roar
and saw our Clem come cruising through the col
on his black bike he had sneaked in at a crawl
where motorcycle had never gone before.
In full view Clem stopped, checked his map, and swore
and hurtled off away. Sweet folderol.
The hikers laughed, sat down again to eat,
talked about dwarf cinquefoil, a tundra flower,
and stepped outside for an after-dinner smoke.
O Monty Python! O René Magritte!
You should have been there at that golden hour
when the sun paused for that American joke.
J. B. Sisson

J. B. Sisson has been hiking in the White Mountains since 1950; he worked at
Lakes of the Clouds Hut during the summer of 1960. He has published poems in
anthologies and literary magazines such as Antaeus, The Paris Review, and Poetry.
He has also published poems in previous issues of Appalachia.

winter/spring 2017 115

Alpina
A semi-annual review of mountaineering in the greater ranges

Himalaya
In last year’s first issue (Winter/Spring 2016, 67 no. 1), Jeffery Parrette wrote
that in earthquake-ravaged Nepal, “very little of the roughly $4 billion
donated by various governments and organizations for rebuilding has been
put to use.” I wish matters had improved, but reports indicate otherwise. The
Bangkok Post reported on April 22, 2016: “The country has made almost no
progress in rebuilding hundreds of thousands of homes, schools and government buildings. . . . Millions of villagers were forced to winter in flimsy popup tents and corrugated tin shacks.”
An email from Shreedhar Lohani, a knowledgeable Nepali friend in
Kathmandu, confirms this gloomy description:
The earthquake rehabilitation process has inched ahead at a snail’s pace,
with political parties wrangling about who should disburse the money and
consequently the earthquake victims are facing the second monsoon inside
leaking tents and fragile shelters. It’s a shame that even when funds are there
and there are pledges for more, the suffering of the unfortunate has continued
unabated for more than a year. [Nongovernment agencies] have not done any
better—more interested in taking photographs and competing to prove to
the world what wonderful work they’re doing, while in reality they’re doing
nothing much. Hopefully, the situation will take a turn for the better, but so
far it all looks bleak.

That was written on June 20, 2016. Tourism, a major source of foreign
exchange, has been badly affected. An August New York Times editorial concludes, “While Nepal’s political leaders are embroiled in interminable fights,
the country’s needs are going unaddressed.” One only hopes that the picture
is brighter now.
After two years virtually without ascents because of avalanches and
earthquakes, climbers have returned in great numbers to Everest (8,850 m).

116 Appalachia

Those reaching the summit numbered 456 this past spring—209 on May 19
alone! Norbu Tenzing, son of first-ascender Tenzing Norgay says:
I think [my father] would be quite horrified with the way things have turned
out. Since the time he was climbing, there’s been a complete change, a shift in
the way people climb Everest and what motivates them.
The sense of people going on an adventure, working together, doing
something nobody’s done before, with a sense of comradeship and working
together—that spirit doesn’t exist now.
	It’s just a total service industry, where you’re fulfilling the egos of Western
climbers and people from South Asia who want to test the limits of how close
they can get to death, at great expense of the Sherpas. I don’t think my father
would want to be alive to see the circus that Everest has turned into.

Today hundreds of clients hope, even expect, to get to the top. Because they
pay well, and Sherpas and the Nepal government need the money, there are
scant prospects of major change.

Climbing the World’s Fourteen 8,000ers
All of the world’s 8,000-m peaks had been climbed by 1964. Then came the
challenge of making the ascents in the sharply defined (and extremely cold)
winter season. By January 1, 2016, twelve had seen winter ascents by various
parties. Everest was the first, in 1980. Until recently, two had yet to be climbed
in winter. On February 26, 2016, that list narrowed to one. Simone Moro of
Italy, Alex Txikon of Spain, and Ali Sadpara of Pakistan reached the summit
of Nanga Parbat (8,125 m) at 3:37 p.m. that Friday via the Kinshofer route.
This followed at least 27 failed attempts since 1988. Nanga Parbat is one of the
most complex and challenging of the 8,000-m peaks—at any time of year.
That leaves only K2 (8,611 m), probably the hardest. Climbers have
unsuccessfully attempted it in winter only a handful of times. Look for
intensive efforts in the winter of 2017. And after that, who will be the first to
make all fourteen? Simone Moro, of the Nanga Parbat party, is ahead with
four (Shishapangma, Makalu, and Gasherbrum II before Nanga Parbat), but
he has said he won’t try K2. In the future, somebody will climb all fourteen in
a calendar year. And (much) further into the future, someone will somehow
do them all in winter.
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Based on statistics through 2014, of the 8,000-m peaks, by far the most
ascents—more than 7,000—have been of Everest. Far behind in second place
is Cho Oyu (8,201 m) with fewer than 3,500. It has a relatively easy route,
which gives it wide appeal. But it is still a very high mountain, where more
than 40 have died. The remaining twelve peaks have seen many fewer ascents.
The least climbed is Annapurna (8,091 m), which was climbed on the first try
by Maurice Herzog’s famous French group in 1950. Annapurna also has the
highest fatality rate: for every three climbers who have reached the top, nearly
one has died. It is a dangerous mountain, even by high Himalayan standards.

Yosemite Valley, California
The first free ascent of the extremely difficult Dawn Wall on El Capitan
generated enormous publicity. It provided the lead article for the 2015 American Alpine Journal and even made the front pages of the New York Times.
The climbing history of El Capitan, the most formidable wall in Yosemite,
begins with its siege ascent in 1958. (This too made the newspapers, although
not to the delight of all readers. One wrote: “Get those clowns off the front
page. They annoy my cereal.”)
This immense wall, once thought unclimbable, now has more than 70
routes and variations, all of them hard. El Cap has been climbed free, solo,
and very fast—in under three hours. But nobody had free-climbed the Dawn
Wall until Tommy Caldwell and Keith Jorgeson came along in December
2014. Caldwell, one of the world’s top climbers, had been working on the
project for seven years. Nineteen days later, he and Jorgeson had completed
what may be the hardest free climb anywhere.
It was a great achievement but far from a wilderness experience.
Photographers accompanied the climbers all the time, and they could send
text messages whenever they chose. Their epic struggle was hard but not
always uncomfortable: “To pass the time, Tommy and I pile into a portaledge
with videographer Brett Lowell, sip bourbon, eat chocolate, and watch
The Wolf of Wall Street.”
Quite a different kind of Yosemite climbing is practiced by Alex Honnold,
who goes not only solo but entirely unroped. (A “roped solo” lets the climber
protect him- or herself, but it is a tedious process. The only way to protect
yourself unroped is not to fall.)
There is an iconic photograph of him, in an advertisement for Ball watches,
tethered to nothing, standing face-out on Half Dome’s famous “Thank God
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Ledge,” 200 feet from the top of this sheer wall. (He does admit that walking
across the ledge was “surprisingly scary.”) Perhaps his most sensational feat
was the triple: the south face of Mt Watkins, followed by El Capitan (by the
Nose route), and concluding with the face of Half Dome. Time for all three:
just under nineteen hours. He had no rope.
Solo climbing, with a rope or without, is hardly new, but Honnold’s
amazing achievements elicit questions. Some of these he addresses in his
recent book, Alone on the Wall (Norton, 2016; reviewed in this issue). As he
asserts, he is not fearless, and he generally rehearses his routes on a rope before
embarking on solos, as he did on the triple. He admits that his methods are
dangerous. A moment’s inattention, a rock falling from above or a broken hold
and it’s all over. I have to hope that Honnold does not have many imitators.

Patagonia
Since the ascent of its highest summit, Fitz Roy (11,171 ft), in 1952, this wild
region near the tip of South America has been a magnet for climbers worldwide. They must contend with notoriously savage weather. Climbers sometimes wait weeks for a few clear days, and the wind can knock them over, even
at base camp. Nevertheless, mountaineers have managed to reach all of the
main summits and, as elsewhere, innovation has included winter ascents and
linkups of adjacent peaks. Tommy Caldwell and Alex Honnold paired up for
one of these, in February 2014. In three days, they traversed seven sharp, difficult peaks, starting with Guillaumet and concluding on Aguja de l’S. In the
middle was Fitz Roy itself. They did use ropes.
The Torre Traverse was dreamed up by several Italian climbers, including
Ermanno Salvaterra, a giant in Patagonian climbing who tried it several times
in the late 1980s and early 1990s. In 2005, Thomas Huber of Germany and
Andi Schnarf of Switzerland traversed from Cerro Standhardt (ca. 8,858 ft)
to Torre Egger (8,809 ft), unlocking part of the puzzle, and later that year,
Rolando Garibotti of Argentina and the Italians Salvaterra and Alessandro
Beltrami placed the final piece by climbing El Arca de los Vientos, a new
route up the north face of Cerro Torre (10,177 ft).
Last season, Honnold and Colin Haley attempted and nearly completed
the one-day Torre Traverse, climbing all the way to a stance two pitches below
the top of Cerro Torre in just 22 hours. A terrible storm forced them to a halt
and eventually into a painful retreat down the west face of Cerro Torre and
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across the ice cap. By the time they made it back to town they had been going
53 hours straight with no stove or bivy gear.
In January 2015, Haley and the Canadian Marc-André Leclerc completed
the reverse traverse of the Torre group, climbing the west face of Cerro Torre,
rappelling the huge north face, and then continuing over the other three
towers from south to north. Like the original Torre Traverse, this route, which
they named La Travesía del Osa Buda, took about four days.
In January 2016, Haley and Honnold completed the Torre Traverse—the
north-to-south traverse of Cerro Standhardt, Punta Herron, Torre Egger, and
Cerro Torre—in an astonishing 20 hours, 40 minutes. The first and only
other complete Torre Traverse was in 2008, when Haley and Garibotti did
it over four days. The Haley-Honnold traverse was timed from the col just
north of Cerro Standhardt to the summit of Cerro Torre. From there, they
rappelled the southeast ridge (the old Compressor Route) to return to the
glacier. Adding in the approach and descent, their camp-to-camp time was
about 32 hours.
Haley had an amazing season, which included solos of Punta Herron
(ca. 9,022 ft) and of Torre Egger, probably the most difficult peak in Patagonia.

In Memoriam
With the death of Nick Clinch at age 85, American mountaineering has lost
one of its foremost expedition leaders. He is best known for the 1958 ascent
of Gasherbrum I (Hidden Peak, 8,068 m), the only 8,000-m peak to be first
climbed by Americans. He also led successful trips to Masherbrum in the
Karakoram and Mount Vinson in the Antarctic, among many others. He was
a key figure in the American Alpine Club, of which he was president from
1968 through 1970.
Clinch lived to old age. Many mountaineers die young. In October 2015,
Gerhard Fiegl and two fellow Austrians made a hard new route on Nilgiri
South (6,839 m), a peak in the Annapurna region of Nepal that had been
climbed only once before, in 1978. As often, the descent was more hazardous
than the climb up. Fiegl, suffering from effects of altitude, fell some 2,700 feet
to his death. He was 27.
Less than a month later on Tawoche, also in Nepal, the American Justin
Griffin, 35, fell while descending a difficult route. Like Fiegl, he had been
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on relatively easy ground. He left a wife and a year-old daughter. He was in
Nepal to help finish the construction of the Khumbu Climbing Center, a
school for local Sherpa guides who assist mountaineers in the Himalaya.
An epilogue to another Himalayan fatality: In 2016, two bodies were
discovered on the slopes of Shishapangma; they had fallen in an avalanche
in 1999. One was that of Alex Lowe, a great American mountaineer whose
loss was much mourned. The other body found was that of David Bridges.
The avalanche barely missed Conrad Anker.
Anker went on to more high-altitude ventures. In 2007 on Everest, he
made the first-known free ascent of the notorious Second Step, which likely
defeated the heroic effort of George Mallory and Andrew Irvine nearly a
hundred years ago.

Canada and Alaska
Much exciting climbing took place in the Canadian Rockies and Alaska,
including two exacting solos: Marc-André Leclerc on Mt Robson’s Emperor
Face and Colin Haley’s on Mt Foraker’s Infinite Spur. Details next issue.

Climbing Gyms and Beyond
Ashima Shiraishi appeared four years ago in an article in the New York Times,
“Tiny Hand Over Hand” (by Julie Bosman). Last winter, The New Yorker
devoted six pages to her. Ashima is one of the strongest boulderers—male
or female—in the world and has completed a number of longer routes. She
started as a child clambering on the rocks in New York’s Central Park. Anyone
who has seen her in action must be amazed to find her calmly hanging by one
hand or a finger or two while she contemplates her next astonishing move.
Videos of her in action are easily found by searching YouTube.
Ashima has been climbing for a very long time. She is now 15 years old.
—Steven Jervis, with help from Michael Wejchert and Jeffery Parrette
Sources: Guardian, Nepal News, blogs, New York Times
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Changing of the Guard
Jeffery Parrette has resigned as Alpina editor after 29 years’ service in the
position. That is a long time but not a record. The longest serving (although
not always with that title) was Kenneth A. Henderson, with a total of 33 years.
Parrette’s immediate predecessor, John A. Woodworth, is third with 18 years
(from 1969 through the Summer 1987 issue, 46 no. 3).
Woodworth’s article, “Genesis Alpinae,” in June 1976 (41 no. 1), notes
that the Appalachian Mountain Club’s Publishing Committee voted to
print reports of high-altitude accomplishments in 1905, when Appalachia
was named the official organ of the newly organized American Alpine Club.
Alpina, often written by members of the AAC, debuted in 1906 and continued

Jeffery Parrette, right, describes the distant peaks of Pumori, Lingtren, Khumbutse, Lho
La, and the north peak of Everest, to his wife, Beverly, near the junction of the West
Changri Glacier with the Khumbu Glacier on November 24, 1972. They stood about 6.3
horizontal map miles from the summit of Mount Everest and about 2.4 miles lower in
altitude. FRANK MATHER
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to serve as the AAC’s official records until 1926. Appalachia had a hiatus for
two years, during which time the AAC formed its own journal. But “Alpina”
continued because Appalachia Editor Robert Underhill asked a friend, the
climber Kenneth Henderson, to write it. Henderson wrote the section from
1929 until he went off to serve in the U.S. Navy in 1942, then again from
1947 through 1967. Alpina editors or writers not already mentioned include
Duncan MacInnes, Bradford Washburn, Maynard Miller, Miriam Underhill,
William Putnam, Bradford Swan, and others.
Parrette differs from previous contributors to Alpina in that he is not a
climber as marked by membership in the American Alpine Club or other
mountaineering clubs that require a qualification. He calls himself a mountain
walker and accumulated a long list of walking tours over many years of
vacations and business trips to mountain areas, often accompanied by his
wife, Beverly, but sometimes alone. He took the most trips to the mountains
of Europe: the Alps of Switzerland, France, Italy, southern Germany, and
nearly every mountain town district in Austria (including lesser known
areas such as Styria and Carinthia), and Slovenia (visited when it was part of
Yugoslavia). In Norway, he completed a few minor climbs and several winter
ski tours, and in the Pyrenees, he walked on the French side of the border
with Spain.
Parrette’s walks in Asian mountains included two treks to Nepal and short
visits to mountains in South Korea and Taiwan. Significant exceptions to
his experience among the greater ranges are the mountains of the western
continental United States and Canada, Alaska, South America, Japan, Africa,
and New Zealand.
Jeffery and Beverly Parrette assembled a significant private library
of mountaineering books and journals of the nineteenth and twentieth
centuries. This library helped with historical and literary notes in “Alpina”
and with historical articles and his sometimes-critical book reviews elsewhere
in Appalachia.
Parrette’s day job for 40 years was in the nuclear field, primarily focused
on the design, analysis, safety, and licensing of reactors, beginning in 1953. He
thus holds the unusual distinction of honorary lifetime membership in both
the AMC and the American Nuclear Society. He describes both as awarded
more for longevity than for merit.
Following are reflections on working with Jeffery Parrette by one longtime
contributor and committee member, two former Appalachia editors, and the
current journal editor.
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Matched the Alpina Legacy
I think it was in the late 1970s when Jeff joined the Appalachia Committee,
on which I was an active member. As I recall, he was recruited to take over
Alpina by our mutual friend John Woodworth, the outgoing Alpina editor.
We all hoped Jeff could match John’s legacy, and he certainly has with many,
many years of excellent contributions. Jeff’s research was superb and, on those
occasions when he gave opinions, they were always impeccably well thought
out. Many thanks for a job well done! It is hard to imagine Appalachia
without Jeff, but bravo, my friend, for sustaining our journal’s connection to
the world’s highest places and those who explore them.
—Douglass Teschner
Master of Mountain Narratives (and the Commas That Separate Them)
Once a reader asked me to characterize the longtime Alpina columnist Jeff
Parrette. The direct quote was, I believe, “Who is this guy, and how does he
keep track of all these ranges?” I responded, “Wry, pointed, engaging, generous.” I had plenty of evidence. Some six years into my 1990s stint as editor
of Appalachia, I had received, read, and published twelve 5,000-plus word
Alpinas; I felt I knew something of the writer behind the fingerprint of that
column. An attentive reader may note that I left the verb “edit” out of the
previous sentence, and that reader may wonder if I was shirking my responsibility. I assure you that I was not.
When Alpina arrived—invariably on time—I settled in quickly to read it.
Here was a digest of mountain news from across the world. But those of you
who have edited another’s work also know that such haste to read is unusual.
More often an editor delays until she or he achieves the right mindset then,
girded, sits down. Jeff’s copy was rich with story and detail, its sentences
carefully wrought. I learned this after I tried to pull a few apart in search
of shorter expression. I shifted phrases, added, then subtracted punctuation,
broke out clauses, read each new construction aloud; then I usually returned
to Jeff’s original.
Jeff admired the mountains that populated his column, and he sometimes
admired the drive that took climbers up them, especially those who climbed,
learned, achieved, and celebrated in an understated fashion. Grandstanders, on the other hand (Trumps in the hills, I might call them now),
often earned the skewering of a single, arrowed comment at an episode’s
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end. If they had acted like or been fools, that was clear. In my chair, I
applauded quietly.
When we arrived at the proofing stage of each issue, I would prepare for
a phone call. Seated at the table, Alpina pages spread before me, I would go
over any questions or corrections the copyeditor had spotted. Then I’d dial
Jeff’s number. Commas were often the mark at the heart of our conversations.
Most people scatter commas like sprinkles on ice cream; Jeff places them with
great deliberation. And on those few occasions when I or the copyeditor had
shifted or deleted one, I knew to have a complete explanation of said change
in hand. On the rare occasion when I’d made such a change and Jeff had
ratified it, I felt accomplished. The comma, I learned, is a mark of caring.
And, though small, it often belongs between mountains.
Finally, I recall Jeff’s generosity of time and spirit. As noted, his columns
contained stories from every-mountain-where, and they added up to a lot
of effort and dedication. The ten years of columns I edited would sum to
a 100,000-word book rich with story and comment. But I recall also being
a new (and youngish) editor, equally full of enthusiasm and blunder, and
receiving quiet encouragement from Jeff. I knew that a word of praise or
approval from him was gemlike, and those I received, I kept.
—Sandy Stott
Gentleman and Scholar of High Places
Deep knowledge plus exhaustive research plus elegant prose plus a distinctive
voice: that is the Jeff Parrette equation. Nothing but plus signs.
Working with Jeff on his signature Alpina columns was a highlight of my
time as Appalachia’s editor from 2000 to 2006. Jeff took me and our readers
beyond our local haunts in the Whites to the adjacent terrain of Canada,
Alaska, the Alps, China, Tibet, Nepal, India, Pakistan—those high places that,
for many of us, were only real as ignited in our imaginations by Jeff’s expert
reportage, which he subtitled “A Semi-Annual Review of Mountaineering in
the Greater Ranges.”
Jeff didn’t limit his writing to reportage, however, and that’s what has
made Alpina so special over the years. He offered context for every climb
based on the history that he knew so well, and he ended each column with
an In Memoriam section that honored the great climbers who had stood on
Alpina’s peaks. His wry delivery, a hallmark of his writing, even sneaked into
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these beautifully crafted obituaries. Writing about Andreas (Anderl) Heckmair
(1906–2005), Jeff ended his tribute with the following note: “Heckmair,
after a long and adventurous mountaineering career died, apparently in bed,
at 98.”
I considered myself very lucky when Jeff graced the first issue of Appalachia
I edited—the June 2000 edition (53 no. 1)—with a feature story entitled,
“100 Years of Death in High Places: Viewed Through the Lens of TwentiethCentury Mountaineering Literature.” In a preface of sorts, Jeff began by
noting the pivotal year—1854—when the practice of climbing to dangerous
heights shifted from being a practical endeavor involving the demands of
trade, religion, war, or agriculture to being a recreational activity. That was
the year Alfred Wills and his guides climbed Wetterhorn Peak in what was
called “the first sporting climb.” In writing this article, Jeff was addressing the
still-debated question: “To what degree and with what justification may one
risk one’s life and the lives of others in the climbing of a mountain when the
motive is entirely or largely one’s pleasure?” Ending with a discussion of the
proliferation of commercial expeditions in the Himalaya, Jeff suggested: “For
those who climb the very highest mountains, mountaineering now is war, war
with no cause or object. Indeed, in the century just past, we have gone from
‘Unclouded Days’ to the ‘Theatre of the Absurd.’”
That last observation is typical of Jeff’s willingness to take a stand—and
his talent for doing it with style. By shaping his views with a dash of humor
here, a hint of erudition there, he has provided both pleasure and knowledge
to a great many readers over the years. Alpina will forever remain a source of
future research and thoughtful reflection on the art of mountaineering. It is a
great gift to Appalachia and a proud legacy indeed.
—Lucille Stott
Encyclopedic Knowledge and Heroic Patience
My time as editor of Appalachia has coincided with a widening of geographic
origins of the important volunteer committee that helps put out the journal. It has become impossible to gather the entire Appalachia Committee in
one place, so the meetings now are more like a moving coffee klatch; I drive
around to see various people one or three at a time, from southern Connecticut to northern New Hampshire. Jeffery Parrette was concluding his
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nineteenth year as Alpina editor in late 2005, when I came along. I met him at
meetings in Concord and Brookline, Massachusetts, and at a particularly fun,
if buggy, May meeting at my in-laws’ summerhouse in Marlborough, New
Hampshire. Meeting Jeff in person in my first few years established a working
relationship that we carried on by email. His were detailed and nuanced, full
of wry jokes and suggestions for improvement.
I feel pretty confident of my editing ability. But when it comes to the big
climbs, I’m an armchair mountaineer who relies on books and articles I’ve
read. The truth was, I needed Jeff to help me edit his work, something that
he never held over me.
I discovered in my zeal that different mountaineering sources used
different elevations for the big mountains. If I picked an unreliable source
and changed an elevation, Jeff caught me. Once he politely asked if I had
a “secret source” for elevations. He noted that his sources—the researchers
compiling the authoritative record each year—were more reliable than what
I’d found.
He told me a few times that he enjoyed seeing how I edited his drafts.
If I had written in vagaries or mistakes, he politely pointed them out while
also apologizing that his original might have seemed unclear. He never failed
to be civil, even in the shortest email. That approach is an example for all
humankind. “I hope all goes well with you and yours,” he started one such
note, adding, “Well, you certainly tightened up the draft. Unfortunately
some of the edits changed the meaning substantially from what I intended
to say.” He then worked his way through each contested phrase, respectfully
suggesting alternative improvements.
Jeff also taught me that any alternative spelling for a mountain peak I
might find, he’d already considered. From Jeff, I learned how many Anglicized
versions of high peak names there can be. He could always explain why he
wanted a particular spelling, as in this gentle request, also by email: “The
spelling of Machhapuchhare (the current Himalayan Database spelling) has
been the source of difficulty and wonder for writers in English since before
World War II. Somewhere in our process a new one has arisen. It won’t do,
because it does not have enough syllables. I have been there, and regardless of
spelling everyone speaks five syllables—the final e is sounded long. Replace
Machhapuchhre with Machhapuchhare wherever it occurs. I think six places.”
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On behalf of all the editors, AMC Books staffers, and others who have
worked with Jeff Parrette during the last 29 years, I thank him for his stellar,
consistent, and intelligent research, writing, and editing of the Alpina pages
and his articles on mountaineering history and Mount Everest.
—Christine Woodside
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So Begins the
Lasting Silence
There is no doubt
I will be the last speaker
of our dying language.
I will know
that day has come
when I call out
across the frozen river
to the far white mountain
in my Native tongue
and wait forever
for an echo
that will never return—
the far white mountain
having forgotten its Indian name.
John Smelcer

John Smelcer is the last living member of the Ahtna tribe of Alaska who can read,
write, and speak in the tribe’s severely endangered language. He is the author of 50
books, including his poetry collection Indian Giver (Leapfrog, 2016).
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Letters
Rescuers on the Cover
What a sadly appropriate photo by Matt Bowman on the cover of the
Winter/Spring 2016 (67 no. 1). Ominous, hunched, dark figures slogging
silently into a whiteout, straps flying on a search for Kate Matrosova lying
somewhere in the whiteness . . . and, as noted by the editor, a tribute to the
commitment and efforts of rescue teams.
—Alton Smith, Wolcott, Vermont

More Memories of Mount Whitney
I was fascinated by the wonderful writing by Jia H. Jung about her experiences
climbing Mount Whitney (“The Big One,” Summer/Fall 2015, 66 no. 2). My
son, Will, climbed it a few years ago. His account said:
“There were six of us (two doctors, two computer professionals, one
plumbing business owner, and me—all in our mid-40s). We started the hike
at 2:19 a.m., since we weren’t sure how long it would take, and wanted to finish before dark. Vlad [his friend] timed the trip to take place during the full
moon which really did provide a lot of light. . . . We actually split up into
three groups of two about two miles before the summit. The plastic surgeon,
Brian, and I were the first group finishing, in 13 hours (we got to the summit
at 8:56 a.m. and back to the start at 3:30 p.m.). The views were quite breathtaking, as you might imagine. It was a relatively balmy 50 to 55 degrees for
the first hour or so, but then dropped to near freezing at dawn when we were
at around 12,000 feet. The sunrise was pretty, and that warmed it up a little,
but I don’t think we ever reached 40 again until about two hours into the
descent. We got several snow showers on the way down and a couple booms
of thunder near the others in our group; I only heard it faintly. So that was a
little scary.”
—Mary Sauer, Naples, Florida
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Checking Facts
I read Appalachia cover to cover, and I enjoy it. But lately I’ve begun to
wonder whether I can trust it.
In the Winter/Spring issue (47 no. 1), Lisa Densmore Ballard writes that
Kaska Goose Lodge is “at the 58th parallel, just below the Arctic Circle.”
That’s like saying the latitude of Wilmington, North Carolina, is just south of
Boston. The 58th parallel is 590 miles south of the Arctic Circle. The latitude
of London is closer to the lodge than the Arctic Circle is.
In the same issue, Stephen Kurczy writes that a group of climbers once
“climbed the tallest mountain in each New England state in one round-theclock expedition (they finished in 41 hours, after driving 2,000 miles).”
Seriously? To cover 2,000 miles in 41 hours, with no time at all spent
climbing, would require an average speed of nearly 50 miles an hour on the
road. If they spent half their time climbing and half of it driving, they averaged 98 miles an hour in the car. Of course in New England they couldn’t
have maintained that speed continuously. So to keep up their average, they
must have reached peak speeds close to 150 miles an hour.
I’ve tried, but I can't believe they did that.
—Dick Andrews, Springfield, Vermont
Editor’s note: Lisa Densmore Ballard concedes that you are correct that the latitudinal distance between the Kaska Goose Lodge at 58 degrees north and the Arctic
Circle at 66 degrees north is the same as from Wilmington, NC (at 34 degrees
north) to Boston at 42 degrees north—both lie about 8 degrees or 480 miles as the
crow flies from line to line of latitude. London (51 degrees north) is almost at the
same latitude as Boston. Latitudinally, the Kaska Goose Lodge is about halfway
between London/Boston and the Arctic Circle. All this is correct, but one must
consider two things. First, London is located fairly far north, but ocean currents
naturally warm the British Isles. And Kafka Goose Lodge lies at the boundary of
the Arctic taiga/tundra and boreal forest and is frozen much of the year, similar to
the region at the Arctic Circle.
The expedition up the highest peaks of each of the New England states took
place in 1999. Steve Fagin (our book review editor) led the group, which included
me. We suspect we’ve miscalculated how much road mileage our friend who drove
us covered. It might have been more like 700 or 800 miles. We drove on back roads
at moderate speeds. We can assure you that we did climb all of those peaks in about
41 hours.
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To Our Readers of the Appalachian Mountain Club’s White Mountain
Guide: The Appalachian Mountain Club recently revised the acknowledgements in the White Mountain Guide, edited by Steven D. Smith and
Mike Dickerman, to recognize the contributions of both Gene Daniell and
Jon Burroughs. Here is an excerpt:
The current editors of the White Mountain Guide feel connected
to a long and cherished tradition handed down to us by a century’s
worth of editors and committee members. There are far too many
names to list here—for a comprehensive history of the guidebook, see
White Mountain Guide: A Centennial Retrospective, published by AMC
Books—but two individuals helped to bring the Guide into the modern
era. Gene Daniell edited this guide from its 23rd through 28th editions
(a period spanning a quarter-century), and under his stewardship
improvements in voice and the addition of key elevation data and a list
of easy to moderate hikes were made. For ten years he worked closely
with Jon Burroughs, associate editor of the 25th edition and co-editor
of the 26th edition. Jon used a surveyor’s wheel and over the period
measured every maintained trail in New Hampshire, covering more
than 2,000 miles, and he took extensive notes in the field, contributing
many corrections and the trail segment mileage that appeared in the
book. We are honored to continue the fine work of both.
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The Swimmer
(Dusk, Walden Pond)
Line after line
of wild geese
pass overhead,
their cries
echoing from
the surface,
whose tension
is broken
by your wake.

Michael Werner

Michael Werner has been making pilgrimages to Walden for 30 years. He studied at
Brandeis University and the University of Chicago, and has taught at Laney College,
Iowa State University, and Moravian College. He currently lives, studies, and writes
in Jerusalem.
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News and Notes
Appalachian Mountain Club Will Sell
Boston Headquarters, Move Nearby
The Appalachian Mountain Club sold its headquarters on Joy Street in the
Beacon Hill section of Boston in September 2016 and began a search for a
Boston-area building that would serve the growing staff and help expand the
club’s mission locally and beyond. A partnership called 3-5 Joy LLC, based in
Newton, Massachusetts, paid $15 million for the three adjoining row houses.
AMC may remain in the building for up to one year from the date of the sale
as it looks for a new location. The buyers plan to convert the 22,000 feet of
the three buildings back to residential use.
The sale officially closed on September 22 and was authorized by AMC’s
Board of Directors, which includes AMC President and CEO John D. Judge.
AMC’s history at its Beacon Hill location dates back more than 93 years,
to 1923, when the then 47-year-old club purchased 5 Joy Street for offices and
social gatherings. The club’s roots in Boston were well established by then, and
it was expanding its work in outdoor recreation and conservation advocacy.

The Appalachian Mountain Club flag flew at 5 Joy Street for 94 years.
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It bought the two adjoining buildings at 3 and 4 Joy Street in 1975 and at first
largely leased the space to other nonprofits. But over the years, AMC’s staff,
programs, and events like those of AMC’s Boston Chapter, expanded into the
connected buildings.
Judge said that AMC has been fortunate to call Beacon Hill home for
so long. “While we will miss this special place that has been so central to
our history and accomplishments,” he said, “we need to move to space that
better supports our staff and mission. As part of our vision for AMC’s new
headquarters, we’re looking for a space that allows room for long-term
organizational growth, encourages more staff collaboration, reflects our
commitment to energy efficiency and sustainability, offers access to public
transit, and better supports our Boston-based programs.”
Remaining in Boston is important, Judge said. AMC’s initiatives in the
area include the Youth Opportunities Program, which trains and supports
urban youth agency workers and teachers who take young people outdoors;
Outdoors Rx, a partnership with health care providers serving families and
children in vulnerable communities; construction and maintenance of the
230-mile Bay Circuit Trail running through 37 communities around Boston;
and Massachusetts conservation policy work.
“The need to connect urban populations to the outdoors has never been
greater,” Judge said. “Being in the Boston area is critical to our efforts to cultivate the next generation of conservationists, diversify our constituency, and
get more young people outdoors.”
—AMC

Massachusetts Paddlers Get New Campsites
In summer 2016, the Appalachian Mountain Club’s Construction Crew
and volunteers built two new primitive campsites on the Connecticut
River, in Montague and Whately, Massachusetts. The campsites are part of
the Connecticut River Paddlers’ Trail, a series of primitive campsites and
access points from the river’s headwaters in northern New Hampshire to
the Connecticut shore and Long Island Sound. The Paddlers’ Trail currently
covers 280 miles in New Hampshire and Vermont, and AMC and partners
are working to expand the trail into Massachusetts and Connecticut, with the
goal of having primitive campsites every three to five miles. The new campsites
are the first Paddlers’ Trail campsites in Massachusetts and help to close an

winter/spring 2017 135

85-mile gap that stretches from Barton’s Cove, Massachusetts, to south of
Hartford, Connecticut, where there are currently no publicly available and
sanctioned campsites.
—AMC

Harriman Outdoor Center Opens in New York
Pick a cabin, a bunkhouse, or a campsite: Whichever you prefer, you now can
bed down in some of New York’s wildest woods, just a smidge over 40 miles
from Midtown Manhattan. Your destination is the Appalachian Mountain
Club’s Harriman Outdoor Center, which opened July 1 in New York’s
Harriman State Park. Surrounded by 225 miles of hiking trails (including
stretches of the Appalachian Trail), with swimming and paddling on the
64-acre Breakneck Pond, the center offers overnight accommodations and
meals for the public. It also offers meeting spaces for school, scouting, youth,
and faith-based groups, as well as family reunions and corporate retreats. See
outdoors.org/harriman for reservations and details.
AMC operates Harriman Outdoor Center in partnership with the
Palisades Interstate Park Commission and New York State Parks. The
partners invested a total of $2 million in the project. AMC’s Construction
Crew worked for months renovating the historic camp’s existing but long
unused shelters, cabins, and tent platforms. The dining hall, the recreation
hall, a large bathhouse, and several cabins and meeting spaces are wheelchair
accessible.
The 46,313-acre Harriman State Park adjoins two tracts of public land
treasured for outdoor recreation: Bear Mountain State Park and Sterling
Forest State Park. Not far away is AMC’s Mohican Outdoor Center, in the
Delaware Water Gap National Recreation Area, about a 90-minute drive
from Manhattan.
Harriman is accessible by public transportation via a 20-minute shuttle to
and from New Jersey Transit’s Tuxedo Station.
—AMC

President Obama Creates National Monument in Maine
On August 25, marking the centennial of the creation of the National Park
Service, President Barack Obama created the Katahdin Woods and Waters
National Monument of 87,500 acres in Maine’s North Woods, east of Baxter
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State Park. The land was donated by Elliotsville Plantation, Inc. (EPI), a family foundation formed by the Burt’s Bees co-founder Roxanne Quimby and
others. The proposal to preserve the land, in the works for many years, was
controversial in Maine, where the state legislature voted symbolically against
it because the timber industry is so important to the state’s economy. But
many conservation advocates had long supported the decision to place the
land under federal management.
The lands between Baxter State Park and the East Branch of the Penobscot
River have long been recognized for their ecological, recreational, and cultural
importance to Maine and beyond. The Appalachian Mountain Club expressed
its support to the Obama Administration and the Maine Congressional
delegation earlier in 2016.
“This is a historic day for Maine,” said AMC’s senior vice president, Walter
Graff. “The expertise of the National Park Service in building trails and
other recreational infrastructure, and helping people learn about spectacular
outdoor places, creates an incredible opportunity for conservation, recreation,
and new nature-based tourism jobs in the region. We applaud President
Obama for making this designation and the generosity of the Quimby–
St. Clair family for donating this land and an endowment to ensure the land’s
integrity is maintained for the benefit of future generations.”
Graff also said: “This new national monument creates the opportunity
for more Americans to experience, enjoy, and understand the iconic Maine
Woods, and to appreciate the region’s Penobscot Indian and logging heritage.
While this is an historic event for Maine, there is still much work to be done
around management planning and public input to ensure that these lands
provide opportunities for people to experience the Maine Woods, provide
protection for important ecological values, and tell the story of the region’s
people. AMC is ready to assist and engage in that work.”
Throughout its history, the AMC has been a strong advocate for national
parks and a partner in the management of recreation on National Park
Service lands. The AMC advocated for some of America’s earliest national
parks, including Mount Rainier and Acadia.
The Katahdin Woods and Waters National Monument joins a diverse
matrix of public and privately conserved lands in the Maine Woods, including
the AMC’s 70,000 acres of conservation and recreation lands that provide the
focus for the organization’s Maine Woods Initiative, an innovative approach
to conservation that combines conservation, outdoor recreation, resource
protection, sustainable forestry, and community partnerships. The AMC’s
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land totals more than 100 square miles, all of which is open to the public
for recreation.
AMC notes that conserved lands combined with investment in recreational and visitor infrastructure can bring long-term economic benefits to
local communities. The new national monument in the Katahdin region
is one of the best opportunities in recent years to address the economic
challenges of the region. This generous gift of land and endowment by EPI
is a first step toward realizing the potential ecological, economic, and community benefits of these lands. To achieve those benefits, it must be followed
by ample opportunity for public input, especially from local stakeholders,
and sound planning, investment, and management, the AMC said.
More information on the AMC’s approach to large land proposals in the
Maine Woods region can be found online at outdoors.org/pdf/upload/AMC
-Public-Statement-on-Proposed-Monument_4-27-16.pdf.
With a growing roster of more than 5,000 members in Maine, the AMC
offers educational programs for children, adults, and families; operates its
Maine Wilderness Lodges for the public in the 100-Mile Wilderness region;
operates Knubble Bay Camp and Beal Island Campground in Georgetown and Echo Lake Camp in Acadia National Park; publishes the popular AMC Maine Mountain Guide and Outdoor Adventures: Acadia National
Park (formerly Discover Acadia National Park); and maintains offices in
Portland and Greenville.
More information on AMC’s Maine Woods Initiative is available at
outdoors.org/mwi.
—AMC

Rebuilt Medawisla Lodge & Cabins to Open in Maine
Visitors to the Appalachian Mountain Club’s Medawisla Lodge & Cabins,
rebuilt from the ground up and set to open in summer 2017, will find a new
lodge, an expanded trail network, and views of Katahdin, Maine’s highest
peak, from the camp’s perch on Second Roach Pond, near Kokadjo, Maine.
Guests will be able to try out new multiuse trails for snowshoeing, hiking,
and mountain biking. With a trail system that includes single-track and
woods-road bike routes, Medawisla is poised to become a destination for fattire biking enthusiasts, says Dan Rinard, the AMC’s Maine Woods Initiative
operations manager. The pond is a welcome spot for swimming and paddling.
From the private cabins’ porches, guests can watch moose, loons, and bald
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eagles. As this journal went to press, construction crews were working on five
waterfront cabins, five deluxe hilltop cabins (the latter with bathrooms), two
sixteen-bed bunkhouses, and a pavilion for gatherings.
This reincarnation of the popular Maine sporting camp—located in the
northern reaches of AMC’s conservation and recreation land, in Maine’s
100-Mile Wilderness—replaces aging structures and offers new opportunities
for backcountry recreation. AMC purchased Medawisla in 2006 and
operated it for six years before temporarily closing the facility in 2012 to begin
renovations. More than 50 local residents were hired to work on this project.
The new Medawisla was designed and built to sit lightly on the land,
incorporating such environmentally sustainable features as a robust solarenergy system, composting toilets, and extensive insulation. Lodge and cabin
heat will be provided by locally grown, Forest Stewardship Council–certified
firewood, sustainably harvested on the AMC land.
Like the AMC’s nearby Gorman Chairback Lodge & Cabins and Little
Lyford Lodge & Cabins, Medawisla will be equipped with a wood-fired sauna
for wintertime use. Home-cooked dinners and breakfasts will be provided,
as will trail lunches. Waterfront cabins include kitchenettes, offering guests a
self-service option.
Vehicular access to the lodge and cabins is available year-round, ensuring
accessibility for visitors of all ages and abilities. Winter enthusiasts can enjoy
Medawisla as a cross-country skiing destination, or as the beginning or ending point for a 32.8-mile, lodge-to-lodge ski trek connecting the club’s three
Maine Wilderness Lodges and the fourth-generation, family-owned West
Branch Pond Camps.
“We’re excited to see all the various pieces of Medawisla come together,
and we’re very grateful to the many AMC members, donors, and volunteers
who have supported this important project and our entire Maine Woods Initiative,” says Walter Graff, AMC’s senior vice president. “We welcome folks to
come out and enjoy the magic of Medawisla, where they can hike, bike, ski,
paddle, and simply relax in the beautiful Maine outdoors.”
—Rob Burbank

Fire North of the Wall
There on the Arctic tundra, I searched my tent frantically for a lighter.
Years of wilderness training had taught me the importance of fire, but never
before had the need been greater than it was at that moment. Even as the
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glacial ice melted around me in the heat of an Alaskan summer, I shivered
in desperate need to turn spark to flame and provide the relief these dire
circumstances demanded.
Just the day before I had mused without irony how seldom, if ever, I had
lit a fire in an emergency. I kept a disposable Bic in the same bag as the small
stove I usually carried to boil water for morning coffee or a bowl of ramen
noodles. On countless trips on three continents, I had sparked butane gas
into a jet of blue flame with just a flick of my thumb. But there in the Arctic
National Wildlife Refuge, the necessity of this tiny device then proved more
critical than I had ever imagined. On this paddling trip from the Brooks
Range of Alaska to the Beaufort Sea, I had assumed that infinitely more
important would be my tent and sleeping bag, the many layers of insulated
clothing, my rain gear, even my camera equipment. All these things, which
I had in such abundance, I would have gladly traded for one simple lighter.
I searched in vain as the temperature seemed to drop steadily. I clenched
my teeth against the fear I felt should the lighter go undiscovered. With rising panic, I dumped the contents of each carefully packed dry bag. Checking
and rechecking every last corner of my day pack, my camera bag, every side
pocket of my tent. Nothing was all I found. NOTHING!

James Edward Mills
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COURTESY OF THE AUTHOR

Then suddenly I heard from behind me the sound of my salvation. The
zipper of the tent closest to mine slid open with the chattering sizzle of 10,000
nylon teeth. When the occupant’s head emerged, I spoke in the calmest voice
I could muster.
“Hey, Nells,” I said. “Can I borrow your lighter?”
Turning back, he said from inside his tent, “Sure.”
With far less urgency than I would have preferred, Nells set about the task
of finding his lighter. Meticulously he looked through his gear, but all I could
see was his butt, as it swayed in the door of his tent to the sound of more
zippers, drawstrings, fastening snaps, and swishing nylon fabric. Desperate
for relief, I impatiently swayed as well to these noises, shifting my weight
from one foot to the other and back again. Standing in a soggy thatch of
thawing lichen, my rubber boots squished in sympathetic rhythm as teensy
beads of perspiration formed on my upper lip. When finally Nells rose from
his searching, he said nothing. His silence at first filled me with an emotion nothing short of absolute horror. Could he not find his lighter either? I
thought, as the synapses in my brain fired liked claps of thunder that rumbled
down my spine to the core of my being and rocked my aching bowels.
“Here you go,” he said finally, tossing me his lighter. “That’s a spare. You
can keep it.”
Catching it in a gloved hand as I turned to walk away, I sighed with sincerity, “Thank you!”
Immediately I set out at a fast pace, almost a run, across the open tundra.
Armed with a can of bear spray and no fear, I jogged determinedly beyond the
edge of our camp toward a lonely outpost. There in the distance was a Black
Diamond Megamid tent, which stood silent watch over my urgent objective.
Farther north than I had ever been, I imagined that this one-pole floorless
nylon teepee, like Castle Black in the HBO original series Game of Thrones,
guarded the Seven Kingdoms from Wildlings and White Walkers. And here
in the land of the midnight sun where winter had come and gone, I finally
felt safe north of the wall, and I dropped my pants.
Four years earlier, this similar experience was quite different. Also in
Alaska, but on the Mantanuska Glacier in the Chugach Mountain Range
several hundred miles to the south, I squatted in agony, my pants around
my ankles behind a protective wall of ice. Osteoarthritis in both my hips
had advanced to the point where bending my knees into a sitting position
was almost impossible. While flexing my legs into ridiculously undignified
postures, it was all that I could to do to relieve myself into a biodegradable
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plastic bag filled with kitty litter. It had angered me in sheer frustration that
something as trivial as an inability to take a dump would put an end to my
career as an outdoor professional. Each time I hoisted a heavy pack or pulled
a paddle blade through the water of a rushing stream, I struggled.
But after two successful surgeries to replace my hips with titanium prosthetics, I reclaimed in large measure much of the balance my life had lost.
Able to carry my fair share of expedition gear with near bionic strength, I
was back to explore the wild and wonderful world of nature that I so dearly
loved. And there, camped on the banks of the Hulahula River in the Arctic
Refuge with a lighter in hand, I rallied my courage to venture north of the
wall behind the Megamid tent to find the six-inch trench that was our common toilet, to do what needed to be done.
I understand that many of us have some fear or apprehension when it
comes to spending time in the outdoors. Concern over the otherwise simple
yet vital function of a successful bowel movement need not be one of them. I
am told that fewer than 2,500 people each year visit the Arctic Refuge. Having used the power of legislative action and the collective will of the American
people to keep out those multinational corporations that would exploit this
fragile habitat for its oil and gas resources, I am grateful that the impact of
human occupation can be kept to a minimum. With the same deference to
the landscape as the caribou, the musk ox, or the grizzly bear, our little trench
will leave no trace of our having passed through. If only we could keep in
mind this same spirit of conservation when managing our habitats closer to
home. We might imagine that our local parks are just as precious and delicate.
They, too, are in need of protection and preservation so that they might thrive
for millennia, like the Arctic. And if every citizen might find their park, that
green space in the world so dear to them, we all may discover the peace and
freedom we need to survive.
At last relieved, I doused the soiled paper with lighter fluid and dropped
it into the trench. My pants cinched tight to my waist, I squatted again in
comfort and sparked Nells’s lighter to life with a flick of my thumb. The paper
was set alight with a whompf ! of flame and combusting oxygen. As if on a
funeral pyre, it burned as I stood in reverent silence. Like a fallen soldier of
Castle Black, “his watch had ended.”
I piled dirt over the smoldering embers. With the flat of a shovel blade, I
tamped down the earth over this solemn grave. I put Nells’s lighter into the
red stuff sack, along with the toilet paper and the can of lighter fluid, ready
for its next user. The sack I put a few paces from the Megamid so that it
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could be clearly seen by anyone who approached, a sign that it was open for
business. Turning to take my leave, I crammed my hands into the pockets of
my down jacket only to be shocked with sudden surprise. Rolling my eyes, I
walked away, shaking my head in disgust. There in the warm folds of feathers
and nylon was my lighter.
—James Edward Mills

James Edward Mills is a freelance journalist and outdoor guide. He posted this
essay about his trip to the Arctic on July 4, 2016, on his blog at joytripproject.com.
We print it here with his permission. He has worked in the outdoor industry since
1989 as a guide, outfitter, independent sales representative, writer, and photographer. His book The Adventure Gap: Changing the Face of the Outdoors (Mountaineers
Books, 2014) chronicles the first all–African-American attempt on Denali; the group
reached 19,620 feet and descended in a storm.
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Books and Media
Alone on the Wall
By Alex Honnold with David Roberts
W. W. Norton & Company, 2015. 256 pages.
ISBN: 978-0-393-24762-6. Price: $26.95 (hardcover).
Language paints images from the writer’s
mind in the reader’s. I read Alex Honnold’s
book Alone on the Wall hoping that he, through
his words, his language, could help my brain
understand his climbing aptitude and choices.
And, in large measure, his book did help me
understand this remarkable man’s climbing and
evolving life choices.
David Roberts, an extraordinary first ascensionist in his own right,
Massachusetts resident, and the book’s co-author, gives readers context and
a framework through which to view Honnold’s story. Roberts describes the
collaboration, with its wandering path to friendship, as a result of his own best
decades “in the rearview mirror” while Honnold’s “future gleamed through
the windshield ahead of him.”
Alone on the Wall walks us through the young climber’s history so far.
Honnold is known for bold, nearly unprotected hard rock climbing routes,
holding speed records (2:23:46 for the Nose on El Capitan), and creative linkups of classic routes. He has soloed—rock climbed with no ropes or other
gear—at an extraordinarily high level, including classic hard routes on Half
Dome in Yosemite and the beautifully filmed climb of El Sendero Luminoso
in Mexico. Honnold has branched out into Alaska, Patagonia, Africa, and
throughout the world, teaming up with—and learning from—the best of the
previous generations.
He soloed early, perhaps because he was shy. Honnold was reluctant to
approach others at the crags. The book makes clear, however, that he is a good
guy to climb with. He has the friendships and climbing partnerships that we
would all recognize as being some of the best bits of our climbing lives. He is
a truly gifted climber, roped or unroped.
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But what makes him different from most of us is soloing. This ability to
keep his head over so much air on such difficult rock makes this book necessary. I can fathom the path that a person takes to become a better climber. I
can stretch (barely) my mind to understand how one could become even a
great climber. Until this book, I could not begin to divine how one climbs so
hard, so high, so well unroped. John Bachar’s and Peter Croft’s free-soloing
achievements have certainly begged the question before. Honnold has come
of age in a time when feats are more easily recorded and shared. The greater
public knows who he is.
Alone on the Wall does the job I wanted it to: help me understand how a
joyful, talented, complex person can choose soloing near his limit time and
again. Honnold is clear that his choices are not about evading death but living
life. “Danger scares me . . . if I have a certain gift, it’s the ability to keep myself
together in places that allow no room for error. I somehow know, in such a
fix . . . how to breathe deeply, calm myself down, and get on with it.” That I
understand. That ability to be in the moment, keeping focused and breathing
when clarity threatens to abandon you—that I know and have lived. Between
Roberts’s and Honnold’s language, their written words, we are able to connect
our lives to an extraordinary adventurer. For a brief moment, I understand.
We can all understand.
—Donette Swain

AMC’s Best Sea Kayaking in New England:
50 Coastal Paddling Adventures from
Maine to Connecticut
By Michael Daugherty
Appalachian Mountain Club, 2016. 308 pages.
ISBN: 978-1-628420-06-7. Price: $18.95 (paperback).
Any book with “best” in the title invites
argument, or at least spirited debate, especially when
it limits the top coastal kayaking destinations in all of
New England to just 50 selections.
That said, it’s hard to dispute Michael
Daugherty’s choices in AMC’s Best Sea Kayaking in New England: 50 Coastal
Paddling Adventures from Maine to Connecticut. His admittedly subjective list
certainly hits all the highlights.
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The compendium also adheres to the Appalachian Mountain Club’s
trusted guideline formula that incorporates helpful information about
equipment, safety, stewardship, and conservation, along with detailed
descriptions, maps, photographs, recommended and alternate routes, and
historic notes on paddling destinations from Maine’s Isle au Haut to Barn
Island in Connecticut.
As a longtime kayaker who has paddled many of the same waters, I, for
the most part, found myself nodding in agreement—but also noted that
Daugherty, a Registered Maine Guide, seems to have veered slightly off course
when describing trips near my own home base in southeastern Connecticut.
By coincidence, a few days before reading Best Sea Kayaking in New
England, I happened to have paddled the trip he lists for Mystic, an out-andback voyage along the Mystic River and out into the southern side of Fishers
Island Sound (which incidentally, strays into New York).
I’d suggest that future editions include as possible launch sites the Esker
Point Beach, which is easier to use (because of its bigger lot and nearby showers) than the busy River Road site the book recommends.
Daugherty concedes in his introduction that he could not possibly have
paddled all 6,000-plus miles of New England’s coastline and therefore relied
on outside sources for some of his research. A few small errors have crept in.
Masons Island is called Mason Island and he writes that the island was the site
of an infamous massacre of Native Americans in 1637. The raid and torching
of a Pequot Indian village, led by Captain John Mason, took place several
miles away in Groton.
Daugherty is in more familiar waters in his home state of Maine, where
more than half the trips in 50 Coastal Paddling Adventures originate.
I’ve paddled extensively in Muscongus Bay and found Daugherty’s recommended route from Friendship along an island chain to be accurate
and insightful. Likewise, I concur with his choices of Monomoy Islands off
Cape Cod in Massachusetts and Newport, Rhode Island.
Because Maine is a long way from home, I’m less familiar with the
rest of that state’s extensive coastline, but after reading Daugherty’s lavish
descriptions of such enticing destinations as Machias Bay, Muscle Ridge, and
Damariscove Island, to name a few, I intend soon to steer north and take
advantage of what indeed must be among the best sea kayaking adventures
in New England.
—Steve Fagin
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AMC’s Best Day Hikes in the
White Mountains: Four-Season Guide
to 60 of the Best Trails in the
White Mountains (3rd Edition)
By Robert N. Buchsbaum
Appalachian Mountain Club, 2016. 368 pages.
ISBN: 978-1-62842-028-9. Price: $19.95
(paperback).
Many hikers, myself included, have
typically navigated toward the majestic, towering
summits of the Presidential Range when venturing into New Hampshire’s White Mountains,
but when our son was a toddler, we learned to appreciate less formidable, and
less-crowded, natural attractions more suitable for young legs.
Now, those of a certain age are discovering these same destinations also are
appropriate for older legs, and such accessible locales draw an equal number
of preschoolers and senior citizens.
Robert N. Buchsbaum has done an admirable job in updating this third
edition of the White Mountains day-hike guide, available for the first time
in full color.
The 60 day trips are spread throughout the Whites—Waterville Valley;
Kancamagus Highway; the Conway region; Franconia, Crawford, Zealand,
Pinkham, and Evans notches; and the North Country—and take hikers to
scenic overlooks, waterfalls, lakes, and streams. This truly is a book for all
seasons, listing routes that can be followed on snowshoes or cross-country
skis, as well as where you can best view spring wildflowers and fall foliage.
As always in the Appalachian Mountain Club series, there are detailed
maps and summaries of time, distance, and difficulty level. An easy-to-read
chart also shows which trails allow dogs.
Beyond being simply a guide to trails, Best Day Hikes in the White
Mountains is an authoritative resource detailing the region’s rich natural and
cultural history and includes an appendix suggesting the best strategies for
family outings. The best tip: “Hiking with children requires flexibility, a sense
of humor, and patience.”
Come to think of it, the same advice applies to senior citizens.
—Steve Fagin
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Living with Bears Handbook
(Expanded 2nd Edition)
By Linda Masterson
PixyJack Press, 2016. 290 pages.
ISBN: 978-1-936555-61-1. Price: $24 (paperback).
Having once been charged and darn
near mauled by a grizzly outside Denali National
Park in Alaska, I could write the world’s shortest
handbook on how to live with bears. It would
consist of one page, containing one sentence:
“Don’t go anyplace where there are bears.”
Unfortunately, with the bear population
expanding across the continent and human development increasingly
extending into their territory, this advice is easier said than done. All of us
who go into the outdoors will encounter black bears (in the East) and grizzlies
(in the West).
“Every year in North America thousands of healthy black bears and more
than a hundred grizzly bears lose their lives for being too good at making a
living in people country,” wildlife expert Linda Masterson writes. Naturally,
it’s up to people to correct this terrible problem, and Masterson offers a series
of recommendations, ranging from such commonsense advice as not leaving
pet food outdoors to more complex strategies for bear-proofing gardens. She
also tells you what to do when you encounter a black or brown bear in the
wild. (Hint: Don’t run like the dickens.)
Masterson has written a useful, informative handbook not just for
adventurers but also for farmers, beekeepers, and a growing number of
suburbanites likely to cross paths with a bear. If I ever get to Alaska again, I’ll
be sure to pack a copy—along with a canister of bear spray.
—Steve Fagin
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The Green Guide to Low-Impact
Hiking and Camping
By Laura and Guy Waterman
The Countryman Press, 2016. 276 pages.
ISBN: 978-1-58157-394-7.
Price: $18.95 (paperback).
First published in 1979 as Backwoods Ethics
and now in its third edition, The Green Guide to
Low-Impact Hiking and Camping was the first
widely available, comprehensive discussion of
human impacts in the recreational backcountry.
Full of valuable and practical advice for hikers,
climbers, and campers on reducing the imprint of their visits to the woods, it
was a landmark book when it first came out. It remains essential reading for
anyone who spends significant time outdoors.
Opening with a new introduction by Laura Waterman that addresses
contemporary issues such as cell phone use, the book otherwise remains largely
the same as the last edition, except for some updating edits. It’s divided into
four major sections. “Hikers: Who Are We” addresses the quirky community
of mountain trampers, from their penchant to exaggerate such things as pack
weight and temperatures to the allure of peakbagging and the conundrum
of speed hikers on the Appalachian Trail. “The New Ethic” is the heart of
the book, in which the authors debunk the perceived need for campfires and
cover waste disposal, off-trail walking, low-impact tenting, the advantages of
hammocks for sleeping, and other issues. “Toward a Sense of Stewardship”
discusses visitors’ responsibility to understand and protect the resource,
especially giving back through trail maintenance, which the Watermans more
properly call “trail tending.” The final section, “Four Unresolved Impact
Issues,” covers the traditionally difficult subjects of bushwhacking, dogs,
winter camping, and matters related to rock climbers and their attitudes
toward nature.
Although focused on the mountains of the Northeast, which the authors
know incomparably well, the book sometimes ranges a bit further afield.
Regardless, the advice is universal. The work establishes a philosophical context
of minimizing impacts to maintain the backcountry as wild as possible. One
of the book’s greatest strengths is the specificity of its advice. Thus, we are
urged to “wash dishes and yourself away from streams, using biodegradable
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soap and not much of it,” and “when hiking off-trail, fan out through the
untrampled woods, rather than tramping single file, thereby starting a herd
path that could become a trail.” In lesser hands, the Watermans’ lists of advice
could become an annoying scold, but their fresh, accessible prose and everpresent sense of humor defeats that pitfall. It’s hard to get upset with writers
who quote Yogi Berra and compare pack-everything hikers and go-light hikers
to voluptuous Mae West and the thin 1960s-era model, Twiggy.
Perhaps the book’s greatest weakness is a failure to thoroughly update the
text for contemporary issues. The sage discussion of digital devices in the
introduction whetted my appetite for a more thorough treatment. There is no
mention of trail angels and trail magic on the Appalachian Trail, a significant
change in the hiking experience that would have benefited from Laura Waterman’s views. The fact that the most recent publication in the “Selected Bibliography” dates from 1993 is telling. But this weakness is also a great strength
in that the book has become a history of some very important wilderness ethics debates of the late-twentieth century that might otherwise have been lost.
For example, today’s serious backcountry hikers are fairly unlikely to build
campfires, but the extensive discussion of the issue is both an interesting look
back at previous ethical regimes and an inspiration that attitudes can change
for the better.
The Watermans strongly favor hiker education and observe quite rightly,
“In the long run, education is the key to humans treating the alpine zone less
destructively.” Their fine work over many decades, including this book, is
proof enough of such a principle. In contrast, they have an aversion to regulation, which they view as “inconsistent with the freedom of the hills” as they
single out Maine’s Baxter State Park as “the worst offender when it comes to
telling the hiker what he or she can and cannot do.” A more nuanced discussion of regulation would have been helpful as demonstrated by Lucille Stott’s
recent coverage of trail runner Scott Jurak’s media-frenzied and champagnesoaked celebration on Baxter Peak (“Wild Katahdin?” in Appalachia, Summer/Fall 2016, 67 no. 2).
From the 1970s, when they began writing about these ideas, the Watermans were leaders in backwoods ethics discussions. In a very real sense, everything that has followed is a footnote to their trailblazing work. Regardless of
some minor faults, this book remains required reading, not only for its sound
and pragmatic teachings, but because the Watermans subtly convey that in
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wildness one finds solace, renewal, and energy for the human soul. “We must
never forget,” they write toward the end of the book, “the importance of the
alpine experience to the human spirit.”
—David K. Leff

Deep Down Dark: The Untold Stories of
33 Men Buried in a Chilean Mine, and the
Miracle That Set Them Free
By Héctor Tobar
Farrar Straus and Giroux, 2014. 309 pages.
ISBN: 978-0-374-28060-4. Price: $26 (hardcover).
We all know the ending. Heroic, tearful,
joyous. The guts of the book, though, are what
make it exceptional nonfiction.
Deep Down Dark is a story of inverse mountaineers. Not spelunkers, but miners. In 2010, in
Chile, a mountain’s innards collapsed, trapping
33 miners at 2,300 feet below the entrance. None died in the rock cascade.
The main obstacle preventing escape was a fallen diorite slab estimated to
weigh 750,000 tons, a wedge the size of two Empire State Buildings.
A century of copper and gold digging had made the mountain decrepit,
and when it moved, its shaky bones—porous from dynamiting, excavating,
road building, and drilling—couldn’t withstand the motions. One weakening
agent was the two-mile driving ramp corkscrewed into the core. (Visualize
descending the Mount Washington Auto Road encased in tunnel of black
rock.) It was wide enough for a single truck or other heavy equipment and
had turnouts so vehicles could pass one another. Ore extraction occurred in
shafts leading from the ramp, which workers extended downward whenever
they extinguished a vein. The mine bottomed out below the refuge room to
which the group fled.
There the 33 assessed their agonies, fought depressions and demons, and
flailed at—or moved toward—their gods. They squabbled over the only emergency cache, stocked minimally with cookies and cans of tuna fish. Some
secreted food. Some considered suicide. One, worried he might be eaten,
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flashed a knife at another. As in many aboveground catastrophes, leadership,
or its lack, became a crux issue. There were role exchanges and shifts in group
dynamics, as if the entombing wasn’t stress enough.
Leadership up top, too, was scrambled. Then the Chilean president’s representative arrived and crack engineers came on. Meanwhile, news sped, and
families pitched camp in the high desert next to the mine for the duration.
When, finally, a narrow drill punched through, water and food were fed
down, and electronic connections were established, including by audio and
video. Attempts to drill a wider passage failed, and officials accepted international help. Three countries set up workstations arrayed like soda straws
around the rim of a glass, each straw angled at the target. Two straws broke,
leaving just the Americans, who managed to penetrate the crypt.
The custom rescue vehicle—a pulley-operated, bullet-shaped cage looking
like something salvaged from a carnival ride—held a single person and had
mere inches clearance from the wall of the nearly half-mile escape straw. If
the mountain chose—I personify the inanimate object because mountains can
exhibit perverse will—if the mountain chose to fault even a few inches during
a miner’s 22-minute freedom ride, he could have died stranded between two
nether spaces, one deep down dark, the other high, seductive and bright, both
terminally inaccessible.
The mountain held.
Rescue for all came on the 69th day of entrapment. Months of underground tribulation caused surface consequences for the miners. Elated to
suck sunlight and fresh air and embrace loved ones, many of the 33 nonetheless sank fast into an emotional trough. It was not unlike what winners
of multimillion-dollar lotteries can experience: instant fame, identity dislocation, self-repudiation about behavior, religious reassessment, family strife.
Disputed book and movie rights also entered the equation.
Who, after all, owned this story?
Héctor Tobar’s account is impressively evenhanded. His characterizations,
while including the virtuous and the ugly, neither bloat nor belittle his heroes.
You read about common people in impossible distress: those in the hole,
and those high above—family, mistresses, rescuers, reporters, politicians—all
trying to reckon with too much. You come away understanding something
about the complex nature of dignity.
What reader cannot ask, How would I handle myself?
Missing from the hardbound edition but present in the paperback are
welcome explanatory photographs and diagrams. The 33, a movie based on
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Tobar’s book, is necessarily condensed but faithful to the run of things, and it
helps complete one’s visual understanding of events and locales.
It’s difficult to comprehend a mountain from inside out. Me, I’ll stick to
the externals of ascent, sunlight, and storm, and the apparent hard surface of
things and take my risks there. Then again, I am—like many of the world’s
fortunate who have choices—not forced by economic exigency to moil
for gold.
—W. Kent Olson

The Man Who Built the Sierra Club:
A Life of David Brower
By Robert Wyss
Columbia University Press, 2016. 410 pages.
ISBN: 978-0-231-16446-7. Price: $35 (hardcover).
To understand how the modern environmental movement became what it is today,
you would have to know more than just a little
about David Brower, the Sierra Club’s first executive director. Unfortunately, Brower is often
forgotten among other environmental heroes of
the twentieth century, such as Aldo Leopold and
Rachel Carson. Kudos to author Robert Wyss, a journalist and associate professor at the University of Connecticut, for this much-needed and thoroughly
researched book that helps rescue those of us who care about the natural
world from a lamentable amnesia.
Brower led the Sierra Club with energy and charisma. He took chances
and was unflaggingly dedicated to protecting the natural world. This made
him the “preeminent conservation leader in the 1950s and 1960s.” He turned
the Sierra Club from a regional hiking organization into an environmental
force of national and even international influence. But his bold, risk-taking,
and indomitable spirit that led to such success also led to his forced departure
from the Sierra Club in 1969. He formed Friends of the Earth and experienced the same rise and fall. His story is simultaneously an inspiration and
cautionary tale for today’s conservationists.
Born in Berkeley, California, in 1912, young Brower was an aggressive rock
climber and peakbagger. This led to his joining the Sierra Club in 1933. He
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is credited with 33 first ascents in the Sierra Nevada, and he climbed every
14,000-foot summit in the range. Brower dropped out of the University of
California and served in the U.S. Army’s Tenth Mountain Division in World
War II. First hired as an associate editor of the Sierra Club Bulletin in 1938,
he was elected to the club’s board of directors in 1941 and in 1952 became
executive director.
Brower’s daring and skillful leadership resulted in the 1955 defeat of two
proposed dams in Dinosaur National Monument on the Colorado River,
a first-of-its-kind milestone that energized, empowered, and emboldened
the conservation movement. But as part of a compromise, he agreed to the
much larger Glen Canyon Dam downstream. Later calling the project “just
an engineering, job-making project and money-making machine,” he would
never forgive himself for sacrificing this incomparably beautiful place. As a
result, he soured on compromise. It would color the rest of his career, for
good and for ill.
Through Brower’s efforts, a wilderness bill was introduced in Congress
in 1956 (it passed in 1964). Meanwhile, he fought the U.S. Forest Service as
a bastion of “saw-log” foresters for whom “multiple use” meant “that everything in the national forest is for sale.” He battled a park service that favored
tourist amenities over preservation of the natural world. Brower advocated for
new parks and wilderness designations throughout the west, often meeting
with success that protected millions of acres. He was victorious leading the
fight against two dams in the Grand Canyon during the mid-1960s.
At the Sierra Club, the indefatigable Brower also began an ambitious book
program that used spectacular photographs from the likes of Ansel Adams
and Elliot Porter. The books gained wide attention, won awards, and resulted
in increased prestige and membership for the club. But they also diverted
resources from advocacy and ultimately presented financial risk.
“Brower’s skillful use of public relations,” Wyss writes, “in his books, films
and political efforts helped build public support, allowing him and others in
the movement to be more demanding.” But Brower could be abrasive, if not
downright hostile, to those who disagreed with him. He was a poor personnel
and financial manager. He spent money without authorization, undercut his
board, and even defied direct orders. Eventually “intemperate remarks” and
“lax management” caught up with him. He was a national conservation hero,
but his reckless management and cavalier treatment of those who dissented
from his views ended his career with the Sierra Club in a public confrontation.
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In his later years, Brower continued as a visionary, and he was among the
first to see environmental issues as an international problem. He was in the
vanguard in activism against toxic chemicals, air and water pollution, nuclear
power, energy conservation, and other issues.
Brower left the Sierra Club in 1969, “just when the fledgling environmental
movement could have used a strong leader,” Wyss writes. Reflecting on the
current conservation movement, Wyss laments, “We have lost sight of the
Brower style of environmental advocacy.” He sees “a leadership vacuum” in
today’s environmental organizations whose heads are “typically not hired for
their charisma but as professional chief executive officers who will spend most
of their time on administrative functions.”
The unvarnished David Brower might not make the best CEO in the
contemporary political and financial climate. But there is no doubt, as Wyss
points out, that today’s environmental managers could use a good dose of his
passion, nerve, and vision. Though he has been gone almost a generation, we
still need the inspiring eloquence of this person who so vigorously repeated
this quotation of unknown origin: “We do not inherit the Earth from our
fathers, we are borrowing it from our children.”
—David K. Leff

Welcome to the Goddamn Ice Cube:
Chasing Fear and Finding Home
in the Great White North
By Blair Braverman
Ecco, 2016. 288 pages.
ISBN: 978-0-06-231156-6. Price: $25.99 (hardcover;
also available in paperback, audio, and Kindle).
A deep well of confidence and strength
develops from standing in snowstorms, in wind,
and in the open landscape. It is a fear that leads
to bravery. Blair Braverman’s memoir tells how
she learned to speak and control her life through
experiences as a dog musher, visitor, and shopkeeper in Alaska and Norway.
Her story of moving from her teens into her 20s emerges honest and raw.
She is threatened and emotionally abused by a host father in high school, and
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her boyfriend sexually assaults her while they are working as dogsled drivers
on a glacier in Alaska, where she lives the difficult life of a young woman in a
place where men are so desperate for female companionship that desperation
flies quickly from teasing to grabbing. She identifies the “hard masculinity
that seemed to thrive in the north,” and notes, “What I feared most was men,
and what I feared for was my body.”
Braverman, who since 2011 has written four times for Appalachia, also
was drawn to Norway: its fjords, deep Arctic darkness, and the rough and
close-to-the-landscape community of Malangen, where she first attended a
folk school and later knit herself into local families’ lives as she helped with
lambing and worked in the village store. Her lyrical prose sings the power of
both Alaska and Norway, especially how she appreciated sunlight in spring
and how it felt to be spinning on the top of the world.
At the close of the story, she watches the year-end celebration of the folk
school she had attended many years before: “Once I had been that tough.
Now I had sheep to shear.”
As a woman, musher, and writer, I pay attention to writing by women
mushers. Their words become part of my life because they join the fabric of
public knowledge and assumptions about female dog-team drivers. I raced
with Blair in the Upper Peninsula 200-mile dogsled race in February 2015.
Five of the fifteen mushers were women. I passed Blair early in the race, in
a blowing whiteout on the shores of Lake Superior; because of the run-rest
cycle we stayed on, I didn’t see her the rest of the race. I later learned that she
stopped just after the halfway point to rescue another musher suffering from
hypothermia. She earned the Sportsmanship Award for that event.
Unlike some other stories of women in wild places, Braverman does not
discuss or pull us into judging her technical abilities as dogsledder or winter survivalist. To prove skill is not her book’s purpose. Braverman’s memoir
offers us the chance to hear her beating heart and beautiful voice.
—Sally Manikian

156 Appalachia

Acadia National Park:
A Centennial Celebration
Multiple authors;
photography by Tom Blagden, Jr.
Rizzoli, 2016. 224 pages
ISBN: 978-0-8478-4914-7.
Price: $50 (hardcover).
Nature photographer Tom
Blagden, Jr., manages to capture the
light as it really feels along the coast
of Maine, where, a century ago, a
group of advocates worked together
creating Acadia National Park. Maine’s coast before that time might have
seemed like a work site or, perhaps, just a problem, with its rocks, sand, and
muck. The essays, by writers including the history expert Dayton Duncan, art
curator Christopher Crosman, longtime Mainer and Appalachia contributor
W. Kent Olson, and environmental philanthropist David Rockefeller Jr., celebrate Acadia’s people and the landscape they preserved for this 45,000-acre
national park. Climbing inside this book is the closest one can get to actually
going there. It is a beautiful tribute to an inspiring coastline.
—Christine Woodside
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Crossing the Road
I crossed the road
and entered the meadow
and it was all there,
the meadowlark singing
from the top of an old post
and the house behind me vanished,
and the road vanished,
and the sky opened wider and bluer,
and at the end of the meadow
I started down into the deeper woods
with its kindly shade,
and the creek was exactly where it should be,
that cool corridor —
and then, as usual, I woke.

Mary Oliver

Mary Oliver has published more than a dozen volumes of poetry, as well as works
of imaginative prose and poetry instruction. Her recent collections of poems include
Blue Horses (Penguin Press HC), released in October 2014, and Felicity (Penguin),
appearing in October 2015. Her latest book, Upstream (Penguin), a collection of
essays, was published in October 2016.

158 Appalachia

A Peak Ahead

Stories from the Albums

M

innesota artist John Koenig calls the art of looking
back with nostalgia and understanding “klexos.” In his video project
called The Dictionary of Obscure Sorrows, he writes, “To dwell on the past
is to allow fresh context to trickle in over the years, and fill out the picture; to
keep the memory alive, and not just as a caricature of itself.”
The Summer/Fall issue of Appalachia will look back on events in that way.
Some stories in their own times seem ordinary or maybe just funny or sad. But
years later, these events take on a new meaning. Francis Carlson, now age 97,
will tell the story from his teen years, “The Great Bicycle Expedition of 1936,”
in which he and some friends pedaled 600 miles from Winchester, Massachusetts to Vermont, New York State, and New Hampshire. Carlson (who now
lives in Hingham, Massachusetts) recently found a draft he first wrote down in
1994. This was the event that changed the very person he became.
Erica Berry never met the uncle who ended his life in Alaska in 1985. But
that tragedy molded the kind of backcountry adventurer she became. Her
essay, “Lady and the Camp,” considers her goals in taking her daughter into
the mountains.
Judy Benson takes a pilgrimage to a remote western national park, following an idea she had about Willa Cather.
Michael Keck’s father took him fishing in 1957. That led to a lifetime of
seeking his real self in the backcountry—a persona he calls “free man past
Monday.” Read the story of this transformation.
In 1967, Lloyd Ireland and his brother were teenagers living in Illinois.
They wanted so much to canoe the Allagash in northern Maine, but the trip
didn’t work out. Yet the “singing rivers” as Aldo Leopold called them had
grabbed their imaginations. In a story that combines nostalgia with science,
Ireland examines the history of four wild rivers.
Christine Woodside
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NEW FROM
AMC BOOKS
From the publishers of
Desperate Steps and
No Limits But The Sky:
Chasing Summits —
In Pursuit of High Places
and an Unconventional Life

Staring down his fortieth birthday, Garry Harrington no longer
looks like the collegiate athlete who once loved hiking and
running. As his marriage crumbles, he comes to the uncomfortable
realization that something has to change before he loses himself
entirely. . . . His journey takes him from the familiar peaks of New
England to the foreign and famous—from the Rockies, to the high
peaks of Mexico to Tajumulco Volcano, the highest point in Central
America, continuing ever-onwards and upwards to the summit he’d
dreamt of climbing since childhood—the Matterhorn.

Visit amcstore.outdoors.org to order
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